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FREF^CE. 


Under  this  title — "Hymns  of  the  Advent" — we  combine  the  collection  of 
poetry  and  song  so  long  and  favorably  known  as  "  Hymns  of  the  Morning/' 
together  with  a  fresh  and  rare  selection  of  music,  rich  in  harmony  and  beau- 
tiful in  melody.  This  latter  portion  of  our  book,  especially,  we  consider  as  a 
selection,  rather  than  a  compilation.  The  music  and  poetry,  both,  are  very 
choice,  and  for  the  most  part  rare.  Our  aim  has  been  to  gather  those  gems 
whose  lustre  will  not  quickly  fade.  Be  assured  that  these  sweet  tunes  and 
hymns,  rich  with  the  wealth  of  holy  sentiment,  will  never  grow  dull  or 
wearisome  to  those  who  desire  to  sing  with  the  spirit  and  understanding, 
making  melody  in  their  hearts  unto  the  Lord.  As  a  sort  of  appendix  to  our 
book,  we  add  a  selection  of  Favorite  Hymns  (words  only) ,  hymns  which  have 
been  tested  and  found  of  special  service — hymns  whose  music  is  familiar  as 
a  household  word.  This  feature  of  our  little  work  will,  we  trust,  render 
it  additionally  useful  and  convenient. 

With  the  hope  that  our  little  work  may  prove  a  blessing  and  a  joy  to  many, 
we  send  it  forth,  praying  for  the  coming  of  that  day  when  the  whole  earth 
shall  be  made  glad  with  the  light  of  His  glory. 

Truly  your  friend  and  brother, 

CHAS.  C.  BARKER. 

West  Meriden,  Conn.,  Dec.  11,  1879, 


HYMNS  OF  THE  ADVENT. 


God. 


1. 


Olivers  Brow* 

EXISTENCE. 


L.  M. 


1  There  is  a  God  —  all  nature  speaks, 

Thro'  earth,  and  air,  and  seas,  and  skies ; 
See!  from  the  clouds  his  glory  breaks, 
When  the  first  beams  of  morning  rise. 

2  The  rising  sun,  serenely  bright, 

O'er  the  wide  world's  extended  frame. 
Inscribes,  in  characters  of  light, 
His  mighty  Maker's  glorious  name. 

3  Ye  curious  minds,  who  roam  abroad, 

And  trace  creation's  wonders  o'er, 
Confess  the  footsteps  of  your  God, 
And  bow  before  him,  and  adore. 


3. 


Feterboro, 

PERFECTIONS. 


C.  M. 


1  I  sing  th'  almighty  power  of  God, 

That  made  the  mountains  rise. 
That  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad, 
And  built  the  lofty  skies. 

2  I  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordained 

The  sun  to  rule  the  day ; 
The  moon  shines  full  at  his  command, 
And  all  the  stars  obey. 
8  I  sing  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 
That  tilled  the  earth  with  food; 
He  formed  the  creatures  with  his  word, 
And  then  pronounced  them  good. 
4  Lord '  how  thy  wonders  are  displayed 
Where'er  I  turn  mine  eye ! 
If  I  survey  the  ground  I  tread. 
Or  gaze  upon  the  sky. 
6  There's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below 
But  makes  thy  glories  known; 
And  clouds  arise,  and  tempests  blow, 
By  order  from  thy  throne. 
6  Creatures  that  borrow  life  from  thee 
Are  subject  to  thy  care; 
There's  not  a  place  where  we  can  flee. 
But  God  is  present  there. 


3. 


RochiHghant, 


L.  M. 


GLOBY. 


1  Come,  O  my  soul !  in  sacred  lafs 
Attempt  thy  great  Creator's  praise : 
But,  oh,  what  tongue  can  speak  his  fame! 
What  mortal  verse  can  reach  the  them*>  ? 

2  Enthroned  amid  the  radiant  spheres. 
He  glory  like  a  garment  wears ; 

To  form  a  robe  of  light  divine. 

Ten  thousand  suns  around  him  shine. 

3  In  all  our  Maker's  ^rand  designs. 
Almighty  power  with  wisdom  shines; 
His  works,  thro'  all  this  wondrous  frame^ 
Declare  the  glory  of  his  name. 

4  Raised  on  devotion's  lofty  wing. 
Do  thou,  my  soul,  his  glories  sing; 
And  let  his  praise  employ  thy  tongue. 
Till  listening  worlds  shall  join  the  song 


4. 


Mfttndect 


C.  M. 


ETERNITY. 

1  Great  God !  how  infinite  art  thou ! 

What  worthless  worms  are  we ! 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow. 
And  pay  their  praise  to  thee. 

2  Thy  throne  eternal  ages  stood, 

Ere  seas  or  stars  were  made; 
Thou  art  the  ever-living  God, 
Were  all  the  nations  dead. 

3  Eternity,  with  all  its  years. 

Stands  present  in  thy  view; 
To  thee  there's  nothing  old  appears  — 
Great  God !  there's  nothing  new. 

4  Our  lives  thro'  various  scenes  are  drawOj 

And  vexed  with  trifling  cares; 
While  thine  eternal  thought  moves  on 
Thine  undisturbed  affairs. 

5  Great  God !  how  infinite  art  thou ! 

What  worthless  worms  are  we! 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow. 
And  pay  their  praise  to  thee. 
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Man. 


5.      ]M[oriiixigtoii*  Page  77.  S.  M. 

1  Ah !  how  shall  fallen  man 

Be  just  before  his  God? 
If  he  contend  in  righteousness, 
"We  fall  beneath  his  rod. 

2  If  he  our  ways  should  mark 

With  strict,  inquiring  eyes, 
Could  we,  for  one  of  thousand  faults, 

A  just  excuse  devise? 
8  All-seeing,  powerful  God ! 

Who  can  with  thee  contend? 
Or  who,  that  tries  the  unequal  strife, 

Shall  prosper  in  the  end  ? 

4  The  mountains,  in  thy  wrath, 

Their  ancient  seats  forsake ; 
The  trembling  earth  deserts  her  place, 
Her  rooted  pillars  shake. 

5  Ah !  how  shall  guilty  man 

Contend  with  such  a  God? 
None  —  none  can  meet  him  and  escape, 
But  through  the  Saviour's  blood. 


6. 


tWiiulAatn* 


L.  M. 


1  Lord,  I  am  vile,  conceived  in  sin, 
And  born  unholy  and  unclean ; 
Sprung  from  the  man,  whose  guilty  fall 
Corrupts  the  race,  and  taints  Us  all. 

2  Soon  as  we  draw  our  infant  breath. 
The  seeds  of  sin  grow  up  for  death : 
Thy  law  demands  a  perfect  heart  — 
But  we're  dutiled  in  every  part. 

3  Great  God !  create  my  heart  anew. 
And  form  my  spirit  pure  and  true; 

No  outward  rites  can  make  me  clean,  — 
The  leprosy  lies  deep  within. 

4  No  bleeding  bird,  nor  bleeding  beast. 
Nor  hyssop  branch,  nor  sprinkling  priest. 
Nor  running  brook,  nor  flood,  nor  sea. 
Can  wash  the  dismal  stain  away. 

5  Jesus,  my  God,  thy  blood  alone 
Hath  power  sufEcient  to  atone: 

Thy  blood  can  make  me  white  as  snow, 
No  Jewish  types  could  cleanse  me  so. 


r. 


China, 


C.  M. 


1  Death's  not  the  "  Gate  of  paradise," 

Nor  "  opening  key  "  to  heaven ; 
Nor  a  bright  "  angel  from  the  skies,* 
Or  boon  in  mercy  given. 

2  Death,  to  the  saint,  is  not  the  hour 

When  Christ  his  Lord  hath  come, 


In  all  the  glory  of  his  power, 
To  waft  him  to  his  home. 

3  Nature  will  mourn  departing  friends, 

And  shake  at  death's  alarms ; 
'Tis  not  "  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends 
To  call  them  to  his  arms." 

4  No !  'tis  a  dark  and  cruel  foe. 

Which  has  invaded  earth ; 
And  to  distress,  and  fear,  and  woe 
Intense  hath  given  birth. 

5  'Tis  Satan's  ally,  sent  abroad 

To  execute  his  will ; 
Permitted  by  a  righteous  God, 
His  purpose  to  fulfill. 

6  But  Death,  and  he  who  hath  its  power, 

Shall  be  at  last  destroyed, 
And  saints  no  more,  O  joyful  hour ! 
Will  be  by  them  annoyed. 


8. 


If  like  Street,  L.  M. 


1  Blest  is  the  man  that  walketh  not 

In  counsel  of  the  wicked  race. 
Who  standeth  not  in  sinners'  path, 
Nor  sitteth  in  the  scorners'  place. 

2  But  in  Jehovah's  perfect  law. 

He  ever  tindeth  nis  delight; 
And  on  that  holy  law  of  His 
He  meditates  both  day  and  night. 

3  Like  tree  set  by  the  water-brooks, 

His  leaf,  a  leaf  that  cannot  fall; 
In  season  due  its  fruit  it  yields. 
And  all  he  doeth  prosper  shall. 

4  Not  so  the  wicked :  they  shall  be 

As  chaff  before  the  wind  that  flies; 
And,  therefore,  in  the  judgment-day, 
Shall  not  these  wicked  ones  arise. 

5  Not  in  the  assembly  of  the  just 

Shall  the  unrighteous  stand  at  all; 
For  just  men's  way  Jehovah  knows; 
The  way  of  sinners  perish  shall. 


9. 


Hebron, 


L.  M 


1  Almighty  Maker  of  my  frame, 

Teach  me  the  measure  of  nnr  days ; 
Teach  me  to  know  how  frail  1  am. 
And  spend  the  remnant  to  thy  praise. 

2  My  days  are  shorter  than  a  span ; 

A  little  point  my  life  appears ; 
How  frail,  at  best,  is  dying  man ! 
How  vain  are  all  his  hopes  and  fears. 


Ch.rist. 


10. 

.    Adagio  molto. 


GOULD.    C.  M.     J.  E.  Gould.    By  permission. 
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1.  Calm  on  the  list'ning  ear    of     night  Come  heaven's  melodious  strains, 
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Where  wild  Ju-  de  -    a     stretch-es       far  Her  sil  -  ver  -  man  -  tied  plains. 
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And   angel;^,  with  their  spark-ling  lyres, Make  mu-  sic 
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And  greet,from  all  their    ho-  ly  heights,The  day-spring  from     on    high. 
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4  O'er  the  blue  depths  of  Galilee 
There  comes  a  holier  calm, 
And  Sharon  waves,  in  soJemn  praise, 
Her  silent  groves  of  palm. 


5  "  Glory  to  God !  "  the  sounding  skiea 
Loud  with  their  anthems  ring  — 
'♦  Peace  to  the  earth,  good  will  to  men,' 
From  heaven's  eternal  King. 
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Christ. 


11. 


REFUGE.   L.  M. 


G.  E.  LsB. 
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1.    In      pit-  y    for   our  help- less  fate,  '  Responsive  to  earth's  plaintive  wail, 
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He  wept  while  foes  were  fill'd  with  hate,His  sighs  were  borne  on  ev'-ry       gale. 
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2  Those  sighs  shall  wrap  the  world  around,  4  Who  wept  that  we  may  weep  no  more. 

And  all  the  air  shall  feel  their  balm, —  Who  sighed,  that  all  our  sighs  m'ght  end. 

Till  storm  and  curse  no  more  are  found,         Who  died,  and  death's  long  reign  was  o'er, 

And  heaven  breathes  down  a  holy  calm.        Who  lives  —  the  sinner's  lasting  friend! 

3  O  precious,  spotless  Son  of  God,  5  And  shall  my  crimes  find  pardon  there? 

Who  only  breathed  out  love  for  man ;  And  will  m7j  sins  forgiveness  meet? 

Whose  feet  did  consecrate  earth's  sod.  And  shall  /  see  that  face  so  fair,  — 

Whose  sighs  did  bless  redemption's  plan :       O  Bridegroom — King !  so  kind,  so  sweet  ? 


Christ. 
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19. 

Theme  by  G.  F.  Handel 

Maestoso. 


MESSIAH.   C.  M. 

Arr.  by  L.  Marshall.    By  permission. 
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1     I   know  that    my    Re-deem  -  er  lives,  And    oa    the    earth  shall  stand; 
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And  tho'  to  worms  my     flesh     be  giv'n, 
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My    dust    lies 


in     his     hand, 


My  dust  lies   in 


his  hand,  My  dust •    lies 
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My  dust lies     in    his  hand. 

2  I  find  him  lifting  up  my  head,  The  counsel  of  bis^grace  in  me 

He  brings  salvation  near ;  He  surely  shall  fulhl. 

His  presence  makes  me  free  indeed,  4  jesus,  I  hang  upon  thy  word ; 

And  He  will  soon  appear.  I  steadfastly  believe 

8  He  wills  that  I  should  holy  be !  Thou  wilt  return,  and  claim  me,  Lord, 

Who  can  withstand  his  will  ?  And  to  thyself  receive. 


la 


Christ. 


13. 


BETHEL.   C.  M. 


L.  O.  Grovkb. 


1.  Je  -  sus,    by  his  own  pro  -  cious  blood, Ascends     a  -    bove    the      skies: 

2.  He  now    is  King !  be  -  hold  him   reign  On     Zi  -  en's  heav'n-Iy       hill; 
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3.   He   ev  -  er  lives  to     in  -    ter  -  cede,  By  vir-  tue 


of     his    blood ; 
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And  in      the  presence  of       our     God,  Shows  his     own     sac  -   ri    -   fice. 
He  seems  the  Lamb  that  had  been   slain,    And  wears    his     priesthood     still. 
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to    plead,  Who  come    to      him    by      God 
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14. 


Cli.ristm.as.    C.  IVL         p.  29. 

CHRIST  THE  "WAY,  TRUTH  AND   LIFE. 


1  Thou  art  the  "Way  —  to  thee  alone 

From  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 
And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek, 
Must  seek  him,  Lord,  by  thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth  —  thy  word  alone 

True  wisdom  can  impart ; 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind, 
And  purify  the  heart. 


3  Thou  art  the  Life  —  the  rending  tomb 

Proclaims  thy  conqu'ring  arm: 
And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  thee. 
Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life; 

Grant  us  that  way  to  know, 
That  truth  to  keep,  that  life  to  win. 
Whose  joys  eternal  flow. 


Christ. 
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13. 


Xerah* 


C.  M. 


1  To  us  a  child  of  hope  is  born. 

To  us  a  Son  is  given : 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey. 

Him  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey, 

Him  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

2  His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  peace, 

Forevpr  more  adored ; 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

Thegreat  and  mighty  Lord. 
The  "Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 

3  His  power,  increasing,  still  shall  spread ; 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know; 
Justice  shall  guard  his  throne  of  love. 

And  peace  abound  below. 
Justice  shall  guard  his  throne  of  love, 

And  peace  abound  below. 

4  To  us  a  child  of  hope  is  born; 

To  us  a  Son  is  given ; 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

The  mighty  Lord  of  heaven. 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

The  mighty  Lord  of  heaven. 


16. 


jnLariow* 


C.  M. 


1  Come,  happy  souls !  approach  your  God 

With  new,  melodious  songs; 

Come,  render  to  almighty  grace 

The  tribute  of  your  tongues. 

2  So  strange,  so  boundless  was  the  love, 

That  pitied  dyin^  men, 
Tlie  Father  sent  his  only  Son 
To  give  them  life  again. 

8  Thy  hands,  dear  Jesus,  were  not  armed 
With  a  revenging  rod ; 
No  hard  commission  to  perform  — 
The  vengeance  of  a  God  : 

4  But  all  was  mercy,  all  was  mild, 
.  And  wrath  forsook  the  throne, 
When  Christ  on  the  kind  errand  came, 
And  brought  salvation  down. 

g  Here,  sinners,  come  and  heal  your  wounds, 
Come,  wipe  your  sorrows  dry; 
Come,  trust  the  mighty  Saviour's  name, 
And  you  shall  never  die. 


17*  Kockinghaut,  L.  M. 

MESSIAH'S  MISSION. 

1  Not  to  condemn  the  sons  of  men, 

Did  Christ,  the  Son  of  God,  appear; 
No  weapons  in  his  hands  are  seen, 
No  flaming  sword,  nor  thunder  there. 

2  Such  was  the  pity  of  our  God, 

He  loved  the  race  of  man  so  well, 
He  sent  his  Son  to  bear  our  load 
Of  sins,  and  save  our  souls  from  hell. 

3  Sinners,  believe  the  Saviour's  word; 

Trust  in  his  mighty  name,  and  Kve; 
A  thousand  joys  his  lips  afford, 
His  hands  a  thousand  blessings  give. 


S.  M. 


IS*  'W'eriton, 

1  Grace !  'tis  a  charming  sound ! 

Harmonious  to  the  ear! 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound. 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 

To  save  rebellious  man; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  led  my  roving  feet 

To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown. 

Through  everlasting  days; 
It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 


19. 


Olive's  Brou>» 

GETHSEMANE. 


L.  M. 


1  'Tis  midnight  —  and  On  Olive's  brow, 

The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone; 
'Tis  midnight  —  in  the  garden  now, 
The  suffring  Saviour  prays  alone. 

2  'Tis  midnight  —  and  from  all  removed, 

Immanuel  wrestles  lone,  with  fears; 
E'en  the  disciple  that  he  loved 
Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  tears. 

3  'Tis  midnight  — and  for  others'  guilt 

The  man  of  sorrows  weeps  in  blood; 
Yet  he  that  hath  in  anguish  knelt. 
Is  not  forsaken  by  his  God. 

4  'Tis  midnight  —  and  from  ether  plains, 

Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know; 
Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  woe. 
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Clirist. 


no. 


Jjee, 


L.  M. 


DEATH  AND  KESURRECTION  OF  CHRIST. 

1  He  dies !  —  the  Friend  of  sinners  dies ! 

Lo !  Salem's  daughters  weep  around ! 
A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies, 
A  sudden  trembling  shakes  the  ground. 

2  Ye  saints,  approach !  —  the  anguish  view 

Of  him  who  groaned  beneath  your  load ; 
He  gave  his  precious  life  for  you, 
For  you  he  shed  his  precious  blood. 

3  Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree ! 

The  Lord  of  glory  died  for  men !  — 
But  lo !  what  sudden  joys  we  see ! 
Jesus,  the  dead,  reviv'd  again! 

4  The  Son  of  God  forsakes  the  tomb ; 

Up  to  his  Father'o  court  he  flies ; 
Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home, 
And  shout  him  welcome  to  the  skies ! 


31. 


"VTatcli.    p.  92.       7s 


RESURRECTION  OF  CHRIST. 

1  Angels !  roll  the  rock  away ! 
Death!  yield  up  thy  mighty  prey! 
See!  —  he  rises  from  the  tomb, 
Rises  with  immortal  bloom. 

2  'Tis  the  Saviour!  seraphs,  raise 
Your  triumphant  shouts  of  praise! 
Let  the  earth's  remotest  bound 
Hear  the  joy-inspiring  sound. 

3  Lift,  ye  saints  — lift  up  your  eyes! 
Now  to  glory  see  him  rise ! 
Hosts  of  angels  on  the  road 

Hail  and  slug  th'  incarnate  Word. 


39.  Jfligdot,  L.  M. 

1  The  Christ,  the  Son  of  God,  hath  died! 

In  life,  in  death,  our  surety  He ; 
"Within  the  tomb  of  rock  He  lay, 
And  with  Him  in  that  grave  were  we. 

2  The  Christ,  the  Son  of  God,  now  lives! 

Death  could  not  hold  Him  in  its  power; 
He  rose  on  the  appointed  morn. 

And  we  were  with  him  in  that  hour. 
8  Our  life  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God; 

When  He  who  is  our  life  descends, 
That  hidden  life  shall  be  unveiled. 

In  beauty  that  all  thought  transcends. 

4  And  we  shall  see  Him  as  He  is. 

And  we  shall  know  as  we  are  known ; 
His  bride,  His  love,  His  undefiled, — 
The  shar^^rs  of  His  endless  throne. 


5  The  day  when  He,  the  Son  of  God, 

Once  more  upon  this  earth  appears. 
Shall  be  the  last  of  time's  dark  course. 
The  first  of  the  eternal  years. 

6  The  day  when  He,  the  living  One, 

In  glory  and  in  light  shall  come. 
From  out  the  grave  shall  burst  a  song, 
And  death-sealed  lips  no  more  be  dumto 


23. 


Bendon* 


7s. 


1  Morning  breaks  upon  the  tomb, 
Jesus  scatters  all  its  gloom; 

Day  of  triumph  through  the  skies,- 
See  the  glorious  Saviour  rise ! 

2  Ye  who  are  of  death  afraid, 
Triumph  in  the  s'^-attered  shade ; 
Drive  your  anxious  cares  away; 
See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay! 

3  Christian !  dry  your  flowing  tears, 
Chase  your  unbelieving  fears; 
Look  on  his  deserted  grave; 
Doubt  no  more  his  power  to  save. 


34. 


aMmheim* 


L.  M. 


1  Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead. 

Our  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high; 
The  powers  of  hell  are  captive  led, 
Dragged  to  the  portals  of  the  sky. 

2  There  his  triumphal  chariot  waits. 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay :  — 
"  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates! 
Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way  ! " 

3  Loose  all  your  bars  of  massy  light. 

And  wide  unfold  the  ethereal  scene: 
He  claims  those  mansions  as  his  right; 
Receive  the  King  of  glory  in. 

4  Who  is  the  King  of  glory  — who? 

The  Lord  who  all  our  foes  o'ercame; 

Who  sin,  and  death,  and  hell  o'erthrew; 

And  Jesus  is  the  conqueror's  name. 

5  Lo !  his  triumphal  chariot  waits, 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay :  — 
"Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates! 
Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way ! " 

6  Who  is  the  King  of  glory  — who? 
The  Lord,  of  boundless  power  possessed  j 

The  King  of  saints  and  angels,  too, 
God  over  all,  forever  blesaed. 


Christ. 
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29.  Jfligdoi*  L.  M. 

CHBIST  OUR  ADVOCATE. 

1  He  lives  — the  great  Redeemer  lives!— 
What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives  I 
And  now,  before  his  Father,  God, 
He  pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood. 

t  Repeated  crimes  awake  our  fears, 
And  justice  armed  with  frowns  appears ; 
But  in  the  Saviour's  lovely  face, 
Sweet  mercy  smiles  —  and  all  is  peace ! 

8  Hence,  then,  ye  black,  despairing  tho'ts — 
Above  our  fears  —  above  our  faults. 
His  powerful  intercessions  rise ; 
And  guilt  recedes  —  and  terror  dies. 

4  In  every  dark,  distressful  hour, 
When  sin  and  Satan  join  their  power, 
Let  this  dear  hope  repel  the  dart  — 
That  Jesus  bears  us  on  his  heart. 

5  Great  Advocate,  almighty  Friend ! 
On  thee  our  humble  hopes  depend; 
Our  cause  can  never,  never  fail, 

For  thou  dost  plead,  and  must  prevail. 


'18. 


Fountain, 


C.  M. 


1  Thei  3  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood. 

Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins; 
And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood. 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day; 
And  there  have  I,  though  vile  as  he. 
Washed  all  my  sins  away. 

£  Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power. 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply. 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme. 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

6  Then  in  a  sweeter,  nobler  song, 
I'll  cing  thy  power  to  save, 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stam'ring  tongue 
Is  ransomed  from  the  grave. 


27.  Vxhridge.  L.  M. 

SALVATION  ONLY  IN  JESUS. 

I  Jesus,  no  other  name  but  thine. 
Is  given  by  everlasting  love, 
To  lead  our  souls  to  joys  divine; 
No  other  name  will  God  approve. 


2  Here  let  my  constant  feet  abide. 

Nor  from  the  heavenly  way  depart ! 
Let  thy  good  Spirit  be  my  guide. 
Direct  my  steps —  and  rule  my  heart. 

3  In  thee,  my  great  almighty  Friend, 

My  safety  dwells  —  and  peace  divine; 
On  thee  alone  my  hopes  depend. 
For  life,  eternal  life  is  thine. 


S8. 


Oould..    p.  9.       C.  M. 


1  Life  but  in  Christ,  O,  joyful  theme  1 

The  righteous  never  die ; 
Theirs  is  a  sleep  —  the  wicked  dead 
Shall  all  forgotten  lie. 

2  Our  loved  ones  fall  asleep  in  Christ; 

And  O,  we  miss  them  sore  — 
The  loving  glance,  the  smiling  face 
Will  meet  us  here  no  more. 

3  But  O,  bright  hope !  our  Lord  shall  come, 

And  bid  the  sleeping  dust 
To  Everlasting  Life  awake. 
In  mansions  of  the  just. 

4  Tlien  may  we  sing  that  joyful  strain, 

O,  death  where  is  thy  sting? 
O,  gloomy  grave,  thy  victory  where? 
Our  Christ  is  Lord  and  King. 


i29.        Jttisaionary  Chant,      L.  M. 

1  Now  to  the  Lord,  who  makes  us  know 

The  wonders  of  his  dying  love. 
Be  humble  honors  paid  below. 
And  strains  of  nobler  praise  above. 

2  'Twas  he  that  cleansed  our  foulest  sins, 

And  washed  us  in  his  richest  blood; 
'Tis  he  that  makes  us  priests  and  kings, 
And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God. 

3  To  Jesus,  our  atoning  Priest, 

To  Jesus,  our  superior  King, 
Be  everlasting  power  confessed. 
And  every  tongue  his  glory  sing. 

4  Behold !  on  flying  clouds  he  comes, 

And  every  eye  shall  see  him  more ; 
Though  with  our  sins  we  pierced  him  once. 
Then  he  displays  his  pard'ning  love. 

5  The  unbelieving  world  shall  wail. 

While  we  rejoice  to  see  the  day ; 
Come,  Lord,  nor  let  thy  promise  fail, 
Nor  let  thy  chariot  long  delay. 
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The  Grrand  Coiisu.raination. 


30.  Sabbath  J^Iorn,    7s. 

MARANATHA. 

1  Hark!  a  mighty  swelling  sound 
Filleth  all  the  air  around; 
Voices  shrill,  and  lifted  high, 
Waft  it  upward  to  the  sky ! 
Higher  yet  the  strains  ascend, 
And  with  Angel's  anthems  blend; 
Heaven  and  earth  repeat  the  strain : 
"  Jesus  comes,  and  comes  to  reign !  " 

2  Sun,  in  solemn  darkness  veiled. 
Moon,  whose  midnight  glory  paled, 
Stars,  in  myriads  falling  fast, 

As  the  leaves  'mid  Autumn's  blast,  — 
Roarings  of  the  storm-waked  sea. 
Kingdoms  in  perplexity, — 
All  take  up  the  rushing  strain : 
"Jesus  comes,  and  comes  to  reign ! " 

3  Deep  with  sin  the  world  is  stained ; 
Long  the  tyrant  Death  has  reigned; 
Long  tlie  earth  has  groaned  aloud; 
Long  the  church  in  sorrow  bowed; 
Soon  the  absent  Lord  will  come 
And  reveal  the  Eden  homo; 

All  creation  wakes  the  strain : 

"  Jesus  comes,  and  comes  to  reign !  " 

4  Haste  the  day,  and  speed  the  hour, 
When  with  awful  pomp  and  power, 
And  with  trumpets'  rolling  sound, 
Christ  shall  come,  in  glory  crowned ! 
Then  shall  Paradise  appear. 

Then  shall  beauty  bless  and  cheer; 
Voices  ring  o'er  earth  and  main: 
Jesus  now  has  come  to  reign. 


31. 


Is  He  Cominsf 


1  Hark!  down  through  the  starry  portals, 

And  over  the  distant  main ; 
Glad  tidings  are  ringing  and  rolling, 
"  The  Bridegroom  is  coming  again  !  " 

2  There's  a  stir  on  the  ramparts  of  Zion, 

There  is  boding  in  all  the  land. 
There  is  wailing  among  the  nations,  — 
Bespeaking  His  advent  at  hand. 

3  Through  Europa's  fifty  old  Kingdoms, 

And  where  Afric's  hot  sands  burn, 
'Mid  the  realms  of  the  high  and  the  lowly. 
Men  wail  for  His  blest  return. 

i  Where  the  rich  bend  over  their  coffers. 
Where  the  poor  go  sad  to  their  task, 


Where  humanity  crushed,  lies  bleeding,— 

Is  He  coming  ?  men,  yearning,  ask. 
6  Not  long  will  the  Dark  One  triumph. 

Not  long  will  the  martyrs  sigh ; 
Till  the  Lord,  on  some  glorious  morning. 

Rides  down  through  the  op'ning  sky. 
6  Not  long  will  His  chariot  linger, 

Not  long  will  the  weepers  wait, 
Ere,  welcomed  home  to  His  Kingdom, 

They  will  pass  through  the  golden  gate  I 


33. 


JfKigdoU 


L.  M. 


1  The  Saviour  comes,  his  advent's  nigh, 
He  soon  will  rend  the  azure  sky; 
Descending  swift  to  earth  again, 
When  God  shall  dwell  indeed  with  men. 

2  O,  happy  day,  when  wars  shall  cease, 
And  ransomed  earth  be  tilled  with  peace: 
When  sin  and  death  no  more  shall  reign. 
And  Eden  bloom  on  earth  again. 

3  Saints,  lift  your  heads ;  that  day  is  near. 
When  your  Redeemer  shall  appear. 

To  take  the  kingdom  and  the  crown, 
And  make  his  ransomed  bride  his  own. 

4  Shall  not  his  people  sing  for  joy? 

Shall  not  the  Church  their  songs  employ  r 
Sing,  ye  who  will ;  sing  while  ye  may. 
And  shout  for  joy  th'  approaching  daf. 


33. 


Exhortation* 


L.  M. 


1  The  Lord  will  come ;  the  earth  shall  quake. 
The  hills  their  fixed  seat  forsake ; 

And,  withering,  from  the  vault  of  night 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light, 

2  The  Lord  will  come,  but  not  the  same 
As  once  in  lowly  form  he  came; 

A  silent  Lamb  to  slaughter  led, 

The  biuised,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead. 

3  The  Lord  will  come,  a  dreadful  form, 
With  wreath  of  flame,  and  robe  of  storm. 
On  cherub  wings,  and  wings  of  wind. 
Anointed  Judge  of  human  kind. 

4  Can  this  be  he  who  wont  to  stray 
A  pilgrim  on  the  world's  highway. 

By  power  oppressed,  and  mocked  by  inide  ? 
O  God,  is  this  the  Crucified  ? 

5  While  sinners  in  despair  shall  call, 

"  Rocks,  hide  us!  Mountains, on  us  fall! " 
The  saiuts,  ascending^rom  the  tomb, 
Shall  joyful  sing,  "  The  Lord  is  come  I " 


Faitli  and  Love. 
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34. 


OVER  THERE. 


G.  E.  Lex. 


:2^i=aSz=:i=z?:l:^i 


can      see       be- yond  the  riv  -  er,       O  -  ver  Jordan's    dash- ing  tide ; 
2.   O-ver  there     is      no  more  weeping,    O  -  ver  there   all    pain    is   o'er; 


#.#-#. 
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I 1 — 
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There  I'll  be    with  Christ  for  -  ev  -  er,    Close      to      his      sa  -  cred  side. 
I     shall  rest     in      Je  -  sus'  keep  -  ing,  And    droop  and    die     no  more. 


CHORUS 


3  Over  there  is  no  more  sinning. 

Over  there  are  sunny  skies ; 
Crowns  of  fadeless  beauty  winning, 
And  flowers  of  Paradise. 
Over  there,  over  there, 
Just  over  there. 

4  Over  there  I'll  find  my  treasure, 

Jewels  lost,  long,  long  ago. 
Love  and  bliss  in  fullest  measure. 
There  my  sad  heart  shall  know. 
Over  there,  over  there, 
Just  over  there. 


5  Over  there  all  are  immortal, 

Over  there  is  no  more  night, 
And  the  City's  pearly  portal. 
Is  now  almost  in  sight. 

Over  there,  over  there, 

Just  over  there. 

6  Will  you  go,  dear  sinner,  with  me 

Where  the  Lamb  will  ever  reign, 
Where  the  lov'd  of  earth  will  greet  thee, 
And  never  part  again. 
Over  there,  over  there. 
Just  over  there. 


18 


Faith,  and  HiOve. 


35. 


I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY. 

Music  by  W.  G.  Fischee.    By  permission. 
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Je  -  sus     and    his   glo  -  ry,      Of  Je  -  sus    and       hia     love.     I 


the  gold-  en    fan  -  cies      Of         all      our    gold  -    en  dreams.     I 


love    to       tell       the     sto  -  ry,     Because         I   know  it's    true ;      It 
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Faitli  and  Love. 
I  love  to  tell  the  Story."   Concluded. 
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3    uoth  -  ing     else   would  do. 


?=^ 


V-J-- 


now       to     thee. 
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izs: 


CHORUS 


I     love     to     tell    the    sto-  ry,  'Twill   be     my  theme   in    glo  -    ry    To 
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3  I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

'Tis  pleasant  to  repeat 
"What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it, 

More  wonderful  and  sweet. 
1  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

For  some  have  never  heard 
The  message  of  salvation 

From  God's  own  holy  word.— Cho. 


4  I  love  to  tell  the  story; 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 
I  sing  the  New,  New  Song, 
'Twillbe  — the  Old  Old  Story 
That  I  have  Ic  ved  so  long !  —  Cho. 
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Faitli  and  Love. 
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LIFE  IN  THE  FUTURE. 
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3.    Tho' to  dust  this  fiail  bo- dy  may  turn,      And  in   death  I  may  yet  sleeping  lie, 
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1.    Tho'  to  dust  this  frail  body  may  turn, 


And  in  death  I  may  yet  sleeping  lie. 
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There  is   life  in  the  fu- ture  for     me.    When  the  Saviour  descends  from  on  high. 
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Faitli  and  Love. 
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Life  in  the  Future."   Concluded. 
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sweet  by  and  by,  in  the  sweet  by  and  by,  All  our  sorrows  and  cares  will  be  o'er, 
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by  and    by,  All  our  sorrows  and  cares  will  be  o'er; 
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sweet  by  and  by,    in  the  sweet  by  and  by. 
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la     the     sweet      by     and  by,     "We  shall  rest     on      a    bright,deathless  shore 
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by    and    by.      We  shall   rest  on 


a  bright,deathless  shore. 
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2  Though  through  sickness  and  want  I  may  pass, 
And  though  lonely  my  earthly  lot  be, 
There  is  health  and  rich  treasures  untold. 
To  possess  in  the  future  for  me.  —  Cho. 

S  There  are  songs  that  no  mortal  has  heard, 
There  are  sights  that  no  morlal  can  see ; 
There  are  pleasures  and  friends  that  are  true. 
And  a  home  that's  eternal  for  me.  —  Cho. 

4  Pilgrim,  cheer  thee,  and  trusting  go  on, 
For  not  long  shall  thy  pilgrimage  be; 
There  is  rest,  there  is  life,  there  is  peace, 
And  a  home  in  the  kingdom  for  thee.  —  Cho. 


as 


Faitli  and  Love. 


37. 


A  HOME  FOR  THE  WEARY. 


G.  E.  Leb. 


1.  There's  a  home  for  all  the  blest,    Whenmy  Savior  comes  ;'W"here  the  wear- y 

2.  Signs  are  seen  on    ev'-ry  hand,        Je- sus  soon  will  come;  Signs  in  heav'n, on 

3.  All  that  sleep  beneath  the  sod.    When  my  Savior  comes,  Will   a-  wake     to 

4.  Then  with  all  the  ransom'dthrong.When  my  Savior  comes,  We  will  sing   re- 
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ones  shall  rest ,  When  my  Savior  comes.  In  that  land  of  glory  bright, Saints  shall  walk  with 
sea  and  land,  Jesus  soon  will  come. Nations  angry  now  appear,Men's  hearts  failing 
meet  their  God,  When  my  Savior  comes.  All  our  friends  we  then  shall  meet,  All  the  faithful 
demption's  song, When  my  Savior  comes. Glo-ry   be  to    Je- sus'uame,Glory  to  the 
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CHORUS. 


him  in  white,Faitli  shall  then  be  turn'd  to  sight, When  my  Savior  comes.  Je-sus»come; 
them  for  fear, For  the  thing?  they  see  and  hear, Je-  sus  soon  will  come, 
ones  we'll  greet  At  the  low-  ly   Je-  sus'  feet.  When  my  Savior  comes. 
Lamb  once  slain  !He  has  come  on  earth  to  reigu,Glo-  ry  to  the  Lamb ! 
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come  and  reign  ; 


O  my  Sa  -  vior,quick-ly     come.Come  on  earth    to    reign. 

1   ^  I   J  ,    s 
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Faith,  and  Love. 
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38. 


MfenniM, 


S.  M. 


1  Not  what  these  hands  have  done 

Can  save  this  guilty  soul ; 
Not  what  this  toiling  flesh  has  home 
Can  make  my  spirit  whole. 

2  Thy  work  alone,  O  Christ, 

Can  ease  this  weight  of  sin ; 
Thy  blood  alone,  O  Lamb  of  God, 
Can  give  me  peace  within. 

3  I  bless  the  Christ  of  God; 

I  rest  on  love  divine ; 
And  with  unfaltering  lips  and  heart, 
I  call  this  Saviour  mine. 

4  His  cross  dispels  each  doubt ; 

I  bury  in  his  tomb 
Each  thought  of  unbelief  and  fear, 
Each  lingering  shade  of  gloom. 

5  My  life  with  him  is  hid, 

My  death  |;ias  passed  away, 
My  clouds  have  melted  into  light, 
My  midnight  into  day. 


39.  JSoylston,  S.  M. 

1  I  hear  the  words  oi  love, 

I  gaze  upon  the  blood, 
I  see  the  mighty  sacrifice, 
And  I  have  peace  with  God. 

2  'Tis  everlasting  peace ! 

Sure  as  Jehovah's  name, 
'Tis  stable  as  his  steadfast  throne, 
For  evermore  the  same. 

3  That  which  can  shake  the  cross, 

May  shake  the  peace  it  gave, 
Which  tells  me  Christ  has  never  died. 
Or  never  left  the  grave ! 

4  Till  then  my  peace  is  sure. 

It  will  not,  cannot  yield, 
Jesus,  I  know,  has  died,  and  lives  — 
On  this  firm  rock  I  build. 

6  And  yonder  is  my  peace. 
The  grave  of  all  my  woes ! 
I  know  the  Son  of  God  has  come, 
I  know  he  died  and  rose. 

6  1  know  he  liveth  now. 

At  God's  right  hand  above, 
I  know  the  throne  on  which  he  sits, 
I  know  his  truth  and  love. 


40  JV*ard,  L.  M. 

1  God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints 

"When  storms  of  sharp  distress  invade ; 
Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints, 
Behold  him  present  with  his  aid. 

2  Let  mountains  from  their  seats  be  hurled 

Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there; 
Convulsions  shake  the  solid  world, 
Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 

3  There  is  a  stream  whose  gentle  flow 

Supplies  the  city  of  our  God ; 
Life,  love,  and  joy  still  gliding  through. 
And  wat'ring  our  divine  abode. 

4  That  sacred  stream,  thy  holy  word, 

Our  grief  allays,  our  fear  controls: 
Sweet  peace  thy  promises  afford, 
And  give  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 


41  *tnvern»  L.  M. 

1  Blest  are  the  humble  souls  who  see 
Their  emptiness  and  poverty; 
Treasures  of  grace  to  them  are  given. 
And  crowns  of  joy  laid  up  in  heaven. 

2  Blest  are  the  men  of  broken  heart. 
Who  mourn  for  sin  with  inward  smart; 
The  blood  of  Christ  divinely  flows 

A  healing  balm  for  all  their  woes. 

3  Blest  are  the  meek,  who  stand  afar 
From  rage  and  passion,  noise  and  war; 
God  will  secure  their  happy  state. 
And  plead  their  cause  against  the  great. 

4  Blest  are  the  souls  who  thirst  for  grace, 
Hunger  and  long  for  righteousness: 
They  shall  be  well  supplied,  and  fed 
With  living  streams,  and  living  bread. 


43  Mjee,  L.  M. 

1  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives. 

He  lives  and  on  the  earth  shall  stand; 
And  though  to  worms  my  flesh  he  gives, 
My  dust  lies  numbered  in  his  hand. 

2  In  this  reanimated  clay 

I  surely  shall  behold  him  near; 
Shall  see  him  in  the  latter  day 
In  all  his  majesty  appear. 

3  I  feel  what  then  shall  raise  me  up ; 

Th'  eternal  Spirit  dwells  in  me; 
This  is  my  confidence  and  hope, 
That  God  I  face  to  face  shall  see. 

4  Mine  own  and  not  another's  eyes. 

The  King  shall  in  his  beauty  view; 
I  shall  from  him  receive  the  prize, 
The  starry  crown  to  victors  due. 


Q4 


Faith,  and  Love. 


43.  Peaceful  Mteat.         C.  M. 

1  As  Jesus  died,  and  rose  again 
Victorious  from  the  dead ; 
So  his  disciples  rise  and  reign 
With  their  triumphant  Head. 

?  The  time  draws  nigh,when  from  the  clouds 
Christ  shall  with  shouts  descend; 
And  the  last  trumpet's  awful  voice 
The  heavens  and  earth  shall  rend. 

3  The  saints  of  God,  from  death  set  free, 

"With  joy  shall  mount  on  high ; 
The  heav'nly  hosts,  with  praises  loud, 
Shall  meet  them  in  the  sky. 

4  Together  to  their  Father's  house 

With  joyful  hearts  they  go ; 
And  dwell  forever  with  the  Lord, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  woe. 

44.  RentrrecHoitm        C.  M.  Double. 
1  My  faith  shall  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 

And  trample  on  the  tombs ; 
My  Jesus,  my  Redeemer  lives, 
My  God,  my  Saviour  comes; 


Ere  long,  I  know  he  shall  appear, 
In  power  and  glory  great. 

And  death,  the  last  of  all  his  foes, 
Lie  vanquished  at  his  feet. 


2  Then  though  the  worms  my  flesh  devour. 

And  make  my  form  their  prey, 
I  know  I  shall  arise  with  power, 

On  the  last  judgment  day. 
When  God  shall  stand  upon  the  earth, 

Him  there  mine  eyes  shall  see, 
My  flesh  shall  feel  a  second  birth, 

And  ever  with  him  be. 


3  Then  his  own  hand  shall  wipe  the  tears 

From  every  weeping  eye, 
And  pains  and  groans  and  griefs  and  feart 

Shall  cease  eternally. 
How  long,  dear  Saviour,  O  how  long 

Shall  this  bright  hour  delay  ? 
O  hasten  thy  appearance.  Lord, 

And  bring  the  welcome  day ! 


43. 


Hinion* 


lis. 


46. 


1  The  night  is  far  spent,  and  the  day  is  at  hand : 

Already  the  dawn  may  be  seen  in  the  sky; 
Rejoice  then,  ye  saints,  'tis  your  Lord's  own  command; 
Rejoice,  for  the  coming  of  Jesus  draws  nigh. 

2  What  a  day  will  that  be  when  the  Saviour  appears ! 

How  welcome  to  those  who  have  shared  in  his  cross! 
A  crown  incorruptible  then  will  be  theirs, 

A  rich  compensation  for  sufl'ring  and  loss. 
8  What  is  loss  in  this  world  when  compared  with  that  day. 

To  the  glory  that  then  will  from  heaven  be  revealed? 
"  The  Saviour  is  coming,"  his  people  may  say ; 

"  The  Lord  whom  we  looked  for,  our  Sun  and  our  Shield.** 

4  O  pardon  us,  Lord,  that  our  love  to  thy  name 

Is  so  faint,  with  so  much  our  affections  to  move! 
Our  deadness  should  fill  us  with  grief  and  with  shame; 
So  much  to  beloved,  and  so  little  our  love. 

Eleavenly  Home*         Us. 

1  My  homo  is  in  Eden,  my  rest  is  not  here. 

Then  why  should  I  murmur  when  trials  are  near? 
Be  hushed,  my  dark  spirit,  soon  Jesus  will  come. 
To  shorten  my  journey  and  welcome  me  home. 

2  It  is  not  for  me  to  be  seeking  my_  bliss ; 
And  building  my  hopes  in  a  region  like  this ; 
I  look  for  a  city  which  hands  have  not  pil'd, 
I  pant  for  a  country  by  sin  undefiled. 

3  The  thorn  and  the  thistle  around  me  may  growi 
I  would  not  recline  upon  roses  below; 

I  ask  not  my  portion,  I  seek  not  a  rest. 
Till  I  find  them  forever  in  Jesus'   breast. 


Faith,  and  Love. 
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47. 


Bretneii,    C.  P.  M. 


1  The  ni^lit  is  spent  —  the  morning  ray 
Comes  usherin.ff  in  the  glorious  day, 

The  promised  time  of  rest; 
Hark!  'tis  the  trumpet,  sounding  clear, 
Its  joyful  notes  burst  on  the  ear, 

Proclaiming  tidings  blest. 

2  Ah !  see,  the  graves  are  opening  now, 
The  saints  come  forth,  and  every  brow 

Beams  with  a  radiant  joy ; 
To  life  immortal  they  arise, 
Inheritors  of  Paradise, 

"Where  death  cannot  destroy. 

P  Stupendous  scene!  those  men  of  old, 
Prophets,  who  have  the  story  told 

Of  this  transcendent  day. 
The  Patriarchs,  Apostles  too, 
Who  lived  and  died  with  it  in  view. 

Collect  in  bright  array. 

4  Now  "  satisfied,"  for  like  their  Lord, 
Whose  promise  shines  within  the  word. 

His  likeness  they  should  wear: 
A  glittering  host,  like  stars  on  high. 
In  glory  and  in  majesty, 

Upon  the  earth  appear ! 


4S.        Jflissionary   Wyinn*   7s  &  6s. 

1  The  glorious  day  is  coming. 

The  hour  is  rolling  on, 
Its  radiant  light  is  beaming. 

Resplendent  as  the  sun. 
In  yon  bright  clouds  of  heaven 

The  Saviour  will  appear. 
And  gather  all  his  chosen 

To  meet  him  in  the  air. 

2  Then  fire,  from  God  descending. 

Shall  sweep  this  wide  earth  o'er. 
And  nations,  loud  lamenting. 

Shall  sink  to  rise  no  more. 
Though  tears  with  groans  are  blended. 

Yet  still  in  vain  they  cry ; 
The  day  of  hope  is  ended ; 

The  sinner  now  must  die. 

3  But  saints  shall  be  victorious. 

And  joy  to  meet  the  Lord ; 
An    earth  more  bright  and  glorious 
Is  promised  in  his  word. 


Our  God  himself,  there  reigning. 
Shall  wipe  all  tears  away; 

No  clouds  or  night  remaining, 
But  one  eternal  day. 


4  O  Christian,  wake  from  sleeping. 

And  let  your  works  abound; 
Be  watching,  praying,  weeping, 

For  soon  the  trump  will  sound! 
O,  sinner,  hear  the  warning. 

To  Jesus  quickly  fly; 
Then  you  on  that  blest  morning, 

May  meet  him  in  the  sky ! 


49. 


Better  Edoudm 


1  We  have  heard  from  the  bright  and  tfie 
better  land ; 
We  have  heard,  and  our  hearts  are  glad ; 
For  we  were  a  lonely  pilgrim  band. 

And  weary,  and  worn,  and  sad. 
They  tell  us  the  pilgrims  ever  dwell  there 

No  longer  are  homeless  ones ; 
We  know  the  goodly  land  is  fair; 
Life's  river  of  water  there  runs. 


2  They  say  green  fields  are  waving  there, 

And  they  never  a  blight  shall  know; 
That  desert  wilds  are  blooming  fair, 

And  roses  of  Sharon  grow ; 
And  lovely  birds  in  bowers  green. 

Their  melody  ever  repeat; 
Their  warblings  mingle  in  every  scene, 

With  harpings  of  Seraphs  so  sweet. 


3  We  have  heard  of  the  robe,  the  palm,  the 

crown, 

And  the  silver)'  band  in  white; 
The  city  of  gems  in  a  high  renown, 

lUumin'd  with  heav'n'ly  light ; 
The  King  is  seen  in  his  beauty  fair. 

The  joy  and  the  light  of  the  land; 
A  little  while,  and  we  hope  to  be  there, 

To  join  with  that  glorious  band. 


Q6 


Faithi  and  Love. 


50. 


Viute's  Farewell, 


52. 


t¥*oo4Uana.    C.  M. 


1  It  Is  the  hour  of  Time's  farewell, 
And  soon  with  Jesus  we  shall  dwell; 
The  speeding  moments  ha'^ten  on, 
And  quickly  they  will  all  be  gone ! 

CHOKUS. 

I'm  going,  I'm  going  —  I'm  on  my  journey 
home; 
I'm  traveling  to  a  city  just  in  sight! 
Yes,  I'm  going,  I'm  going  — I'm  on  my  jour- 
ney home, 
I'm  traveling  to  the  New  Jerusalem! 

2  Then  will  the  sleeping  martyrs  rise, 
To  meet  the  Saviour  in  the  skies ! 

No  more  will  cry,  "  How  long,  O  Lord!  " 
But  be  avenged  and  have  reward. 

8  Then  will  the  sleeping  saints  come  forth. 
Who  lie  entomb'd  in  sea  and  earth ; 
And,  robed  in  immortality. 
Their  Jesus  face  to  face  will  see. 

4  The  living  saints  —  they  too  will  be 
Remembered  in  the  Jubilee ; 
Caught  up  together  in  the  air. 
Their  Saviour's  triumph  they  will  share. 

6  O,  happy  saints,  whose  burning  light 
Illuminates  departing  night. 
Who  go  to  meet  the  Bridegroom  Lord, 
Securely  trusting  in  his  word. 


51. 


Uee,    L.  M. 


1  I  know  that  rry  Redeemer  lives  — 
What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives! 
He  lives — he  lives !  who  once  was  dead, 
lie  lives,  my  everlasting  head ! 

2  He  lives  to  bless  me  with  his  love, 
He  lives  to  plead  for  me  above ; 
He  lives  my  hungry  soul  to  feed, 
He  lives  to  help  in  time  of  need. 

3  He  lives,  and  grants  me  daily  breath, 
He  lives,  and  1  shall  conquer  death; 
He  lives  my  mansion  to  prepare. 

He  lives  to  bring  me  safely  there. 

4  He  lives!  —  all  glory  to  his  name! 
He  lives,  my  Saviour  still  the  same; 
How  great  the  joy  this  sentence  gives, 
"  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives! " 


1  I  know  that  my  Messiah  lives  — 

He  ever  lives  for  me ! 
A  token  of  his  love  he  gives, 
A  pledge  of  liberty. 

2  He  now  is  lifting  up  my  head ; 

He  brings  salvation  near ; 
From  death  he'll  make  me  free  indeed, 
For  he  will  soon  appear. 

8  Jesus,  I  hang  upon  thy  word; 
I  steadfastly  believe 
Thou  wilt  return,  and  claim  me,  Lord, 
And  to  thyself  receive. 


53. 


T'he  Happy  E^and, 


1  There  is  a  world  to  come, 

Happy iind  pure; 
That  is  the  Christian's  home, 

Long  to  endure. 
O,  'tis  a  world  of  light! 

No  more  death,  nor  woe,  nornight; 
Faith  views  it  with  delight, 

Knowing  'tis  sure. 

2  There  Christ  will  ever  reign, 

All-glorious  King ! 
There  music's  rapt'rous  strain 

Ever  will  ring ; 
Saints,  who  in  ages  by 

Sulle red  and  were  called  to  die. 
There,  in  sweet  harmony, 

Anthems  will  sing. 

3  There  is  our  paradise, 

Eden  restored ; 
All  beauteous  in  their  eyes. 

Who  love  the  Lord ; 
Wastes  that  are  now  so  drear, 

Like  the  rose  shall  blossom  thet«. 
And  be  a  garden  fair : 

Thus  saith  the  word. 

4  O,  that  bright  world  to  come, 

Tongue  cannot  tell  I 
Thrice  blessed  is  the  home 

Where  saints  will  dwell  ;i 
Turn,  then,  from  sin  away. 

And  the  word  of  God  obey, 
Then  at  the  last  great  da\r 

All  will  be  well. 


Faith,  and  Love. 
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54. 


uMnvern, 


L.  M. 


1  No,  not  the  love  without  the  blood; 
That  were  to  me  no  love  at  all ; 
It  could  not  reach  my  sinful  soul, 
Nor  hush  the  fears  that  me  appall. 

*i  T  need  the  love,  I  need  the  blood, 

I  need  the  grace,  the  cross,  the  grave, 
I  need  the  resurrection-power, 
A  soul  like  mine  to  purge  and  save. 
8  The  love  I  need  is  righteous  love. 
Inscribed  on  the  sin-bearing  tree. 
Love  that  exacts  the  sinner's  debt, 
Yet  in  exacting  sets  him  free : 
4  The  love  that  blotteth  out  each  stain. 
That  plucketh  hence  each  deadly  sting, 
That  fills  me  with  the  peace  of  God, 
Unseals  my  lips  and  bids  me  sing ; 

I  The  love  that  quickens  into  zeal, 

That  makes  me  self-denied  and  true. 
That  leads  me  out  of  what  is  old ; 
And  brings  me  into  what  is  new; 
6  That  purifies  and  cheers  and  calms, 
That  knows  no  change  and  no  decay; 
The  love  that  loves  for  evermore. 
Celestial  sunshine,  endless  day. 

53. 

1  "We're marching  through  a  wilderness; 

Marching,  marching; 
"We're  marching  through  a  wilderness, 

Beset  on  every  side ; 
"W  e  are  but  a  pilgrim  band, 
Marching  toward  the  promised  land. 
Every  foe  we  can  withstand 

With  Jesus  for  our  guide. 

CHOKUS. 

No  fears  disturb  us  as  we  go, 

Nor  fill  us  with  dismay; 
For  He  is  a  pillar  of  fire  each  night, 

A  pillar  of  cloud  each  day. 

2  "We're  marching  through  a  wilderness; 

Marching,  marching; 
"We're  marching  through  a  wilderness, 

In  search  of  Canaan's  land. 
Soon  we'll  reach  that  blissful  shore, 
Pilgrim  days  will  soon  be  o'er. 
Then  in  Christ,  for  evermore, 

"We'll  be  a  happy  band !  —  Cho. 
8  "We're  marching  through  a  wilderness : 

Marching,  marching; 
"We're  marching  through  a  wilderness, 

Beset  on  every  side. 
But  the  smitten  rock  will  give 
Healing  draught  that  we  may  live ; 
He  will  all  our  sins  forgive. 

And  every  jvant  provide.  —  Cho. 


56. 


M  Mjove  Thee, 


P.  M. 


1  I  love  thee,  I  love  thee,  I  love  thee,  my 

Lord! 
I  love  thee,  my  Saviour,  I  love  thee,  my 

God. 
I  love  thee,  I  love  thee,  and  that  thou  dost 

know, 
But  how  much  I  love  thee  I  never  can 

show. 

2  If  ever  I  loved,  sure  I  love  thee,  my  Lord, 
I  love  thy  dear  people,  thy  ways  and  thy 

woM: 
I  love  all  my  brethren,  I  love  sinners,  too. 
Since  Jesus  has  died  to  redeem  them  to  him. 

3  I'm  happy,  I'm  happy,  Oh,  wondrous  ac- 

count! 
My  joys  are  immortal — I  stand  on  the 

mount; 
I  hear  of  sweet  Eden,  and  long  to  be  there, 
"With  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  the  kingdom  to 

share. 

4  Redemption,  redemption.  Through  Jesus's 

blood; 

Is  streaming  from  Calv'ry,  and  rolls  like  a 
flood: 

"When  the  sun  shall  be  darken'd,  the  moos 
turned  to  blood, 

"We'll  shout  full  redemption  in  the  King- 
dom of  God. 


57.    Tlie  S-weetest  Name. 

1  There  is  no  name  so  sweet  on  earth, 

No  name  so  sweet  in  heaven, 
The  name  before  his  wondrous  birth, 
To  Christ  the  Saviour  given. 

CHORUS. 

"We  love  to  sing  around  our  King, 

And  hail  him  blessed  Jesus ; 
For  there's  no  word  ear  ever  heard 

So  dear,  so  sweet  as  Jesus. 

2  His  human  name  they  did  proclaim, 

"When  Abram's  son  they  called  him; 
The  name  that  still,  by  God's  good  will, 
Deliverer  revealed  him. 

3  And  when  he  hung  upon  the  tree, 

They  wrote  his  name  above  him. 
That  all  might  see  the  reason  we 
For  evermore  must  love  him. 

4  So  now  upon  his  Father's  throne. 

Almighty  to  relieve  us 
From  sin  and  death,  he  gladly  reigns 
The  Prince  and  Saviour  Jesu» 
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58. 


Boiai  Every  Sail,       C.  M. 


1  What  vessel  are  you  sailing  in  ? 

Declare  to  us  the  same. 
Our  vessel  is  the  ark  of  God, 
And  Christ  our  Captain's  name. 

CHORUS. 

Then  we'll  hoist  every  sail, 

Each  sailor  ply  his  oar; 
The  night  begins  to  wear  away, 

We  soon  shall  reach  the  shore. 

2  Pray,  what's  the  port  to  which  you  sail? 

Declare  to  us  straightway. 

The  New  Jerusalem's  our  port, 

The  realms  of  endless  day. 

8  And  are  you  not  afraid  somr>  storm 
Your  bark  will  overwhelm? 
We  cannot  fear,  the  Lord  is  near, 
Our  Father's  at  the  helm. 

4  Our  compass  is  the  sacred  Word, 

Our  anchor,  blooming  hope; 
The  love  of  God  our  main  top-sail, 
And  faith  our  cable  rope. 

5  We've  looked  astern,  and  many  toils 

The  Lord  has  brought  us  through : 
We're  looking  now  ahead,  and  lo ! 
The  "  land  "  appears  in  view. 

6  The  sun  is  up,  the  clouds  are  gone, 

The  heavens  above  are  clear; 

The  city  bright  appears  in  sight, 

We're  getting  round  the  pier. 

7  And  when  we  all  pre  landed  safe 

On  the  celestial  plain, 
Our  song  shall  be,  "  Worthy's  the  Lamb 
For  rebel  sinners  slain  I  " 
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XSftPiPy  ISonte*  C.  M. 


1  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

O,  how  I  long  for  thee! 
When  will  my  sorrows  have  an  end  ? 
Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see? 

2  Thy  walls  are  all  of  precious  stones, 

Most  glorious  to  behold ; 
Thy  gates  are  richly  made  of  pearl, 
Thy  streets  are  paved  with  gold. 

8  Thy  garden  and  thy  pleasant  walks 
My  study  long  have  been ; 
Such  dazzling  views  by  human  sight 
Have  never  yet  been  seen. 

4  If  such  thy  holy  city.  Lord, 
Why  should  we  linger  here  ?  — 


Still  cleaving  to  this  vile  abode, 

Nor  wish  thee  to  appear  ? 
6  Lord,  help  us  by  thy  mighty  grace 

To  keep  in  view  the  prize, 
Till  thou  dost  come  to  take  us  home 

To  that  blest  paradise. 

6  When  we've  been  there  ten  thousand  year*, 
Bright  shining  as  the  sun, 
We've  no  less  days  to  sing  God's  praise 
Than  when  we  first  begun. 


60.  Hebroiu  L.  M. 

1  Yes,  He  will  come  though  Pharisee 
And  learned  Doctors  disagree ; 
Though  many  wise  and  great  oppose, 
And  fearless  rally  with  his  foes. 

2  For  it  hath  ever  pleased  the  Lord, 
That  such  should  stumble  at  his  word ; 
While  babes  and  humble  souls  receive 
His  spirit's  teachings,  and  believe. 

3  Then  fear  not.  He  will  surely  come, 
And  take  his  waiting  servants  home; 
But  closer  to  the  Scriptures  cling, 
From  which  alone  true  light  shall  spring. 

4  The  Bible !  now  what  glories  shine 
In  its  unvarnished  truths  divine; 

Tho'  long  in  sackcloth  shades  concealed. 
Its  mysteries  are  at  length  unsealed. 

5  And  we  rejoice  with  joy  untold, 
To  see  its  latest  signs  unfold; 

For  now  we  "  know  the  summer's  near,'* 
And  hail  the  glorious  advent  here. 


61.  C.  M. 

1  There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place 

Beneath  the  wings  divine, 
Reserved  for  all  the  heirs  of  grace: 
Oh,  be  that  refuge  mine. 

2  The  '-^ast  and  feeblest  there  may  bide, 

Unmjuredand  unawed; 
While  thousands  fall  on  every  side, 
He  rests  secure  in  God. 

3  He  feeds  in  pastures  large  and  fair, 

Of  love  and  truth  divine; 
O  child  of  God,  O  glory's  heir  I 
How  rich  a  lot  is  thine ! 

4  A  hand  almighty  to  defend, 

An  ear  for  every  call. 
An  honored  life,  a  peaceful  end, 
Eternal  life  crowns  all  I 
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CHRISTMAS.   C.  M. 


n  u  Allegro. 


6.  F.  Handel. 
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1.  O!    when  the  morn  of     morns  shall  come.  The  res  -  ur  -  rec 

2.  How  true    and  great  that  world  must  be,   How  false,  how  lit 


tion  day, 
tie    this. 
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8.    Here     is     the    hoi- low  and      un-true;This     is     the  night  of      dreams, 

4.  Each  morn  is     coming    with     its  light, To    chase  each  shade  and  ill, 

5.  And  truth   re  -  turneth   from      on  high;Gone  is     the   night  of      dreams, 
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yet   more  real    shall    all        be  -  come.  And       shadows   pass      a- 
sees    not  what     he  seems     to       see,     He       seems  not  what    he 
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Thick  -  ly  o'erspread  with  mist  and  dew,  Earth  is  not  what  it 
Then  time's  vain  beau  -  ty  shall  take  flight  Like  rain- bow  from  the 
Gone        is     the   shad  -  ow   and        the    lie,  —  Earth    shall  be  what  it 
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PILGRIM. 
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Pilgrim."   Concluded. 


„  DUET.  Soprano  and  Tenor. 
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Vail. 


1.  A  home   for 

2.  A  home  for 


me  !what  a  joy  -  ful  tho't,  As  we  toil    and  weep  in  our  wpar  -  y 
me  ;when  the  flow'rs  all  fade, And  wealth  and  fame  in  the  dust  are 


8.    A  home    for 

4.  A-  home    for 

5.  A  home    for 


i»e,  as  I  suffering  lie  On  a  couch  of  pain  and  with  languid 
me;tho'ourfriendsarefled,  Tomoulder  and  sleep  with  the  si  -  lent 
me  when  time      is     o'er,When  grief    and  parting  are  known  no 


1-, \-^yr^9 F  -Tl 


F- 


^ 


v-^- 


■0±0—^-^ 


E5$rE£H?-z3 


lot;    In  the  city     of    gold  by  the  crys  -  tal  sea,  For 

laid  :"W"hen  strength  decays,   and     pleasures  flee,    O 'tis  sweet  to 


ever  with       Je  -  sus, 


know  there's  a 
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eye,  But  the  gold- en  gates  by  faith  I  see,  And  O  blessed  tho't, there's  a 
dead,TheywilIlive  and  sing  thro' e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty,And  we'll  meet  a  -  gain  in  that 
more ;   O,        wea  -  ry  soul, there's  a  home  for  thee,  A       home  for      all,     yes,  a 
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65. 


TRANSPORT.   8s  &  7s. 


1.     O!     the  tho't    is 
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soul-en  -  liv'ning,  Joy  -  ful  tho't  that  soon  I'll    be 
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Freefrom toil,  and  pain     and   sigh  -  ing, Welcomed home.and  Je   -    sus     see: 
With  ho  -  san-  nas    loud  -  ly     swell-ing  Praise  the  Lord    for  ev    -     er  -  more. 
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In    that  home, with   an  -  gels    dwell  -  ing,    I      will  praise  him,  and 


a-  dore ; 


E^&±E 


2  Of  that  pure  and  living  fountain. 

Soon,  if  faithful,  I  shall  taste, 
And  that  high  and  holy  mountain, 

I  shall  seek  with  utmost  haste : 
There  where  living  water's  flowing. 

In  the  new  Jerusalem ; 
There's  the  home  to  which  I'm  going, 

Trusting  in  the  Saviour's  name. 

8  If  I  would  that  home  inherit, 

I  must  seek  to  overcome ; 
.    Purchased  by  a  Saviour's  merit, 

Thankful  be  to  God's  dear  Son  : 


Only  through  the  precious  Saviour, 

Is  my  hope  of  heaven  secure; 
I  will  pray  and  still  endeavor, 

That  my  life  shall  all  be  pure. 
\  Blessed  Saviour,  O!  come  quickly! 

Thou  in  whom  I  put  my  trust; 
Then  may  I  obtain  the  vict'ry, 

And  be  numbered  with  the  just. 
'Tis  for  Thee  I  long  have  waited,  — 

Thou  wilt  come,  and  that  to  save; 
To  the  meek  and  lowly-minded, 

Life  eternal  Thou  wilt  give. 
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REDEMPTION. 


Andante, 


S.  C.  Hancock. 


1.  "We  pine  and    sigh  for  the  age  of  love.For  the  land  where  hate  shall  die; 

2.  Our  home  shall  be  where  love's  star  sets  not.But  shines  thro'  the  long.s  weet  years. 
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3.    For  it  cannot  be  that  our  fondest  hopes  Must  bloom  but  to  fade  and  die, 
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k.  Roll  back  on  your  hinges,ye  je  well'd  doors,Till  our  souls  shall  your  beauty  know, 
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Where  deathleas  friendship  the  heart  may  prove,  And  truth  shall   li^ht  each  eye; 
Where  the  pangs  of  parting  are  all    forgot,    All  vanish'd  life's  bitterest    tears. 
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As  the  meteor  gleams  on  the  gloomy  clouds,Then  bursts  on  the  mid-  night  sky 
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Till  heav'n  bursts  thro'  her  starry  floors,  And  strews  all  her  lights  be  -  low ; 
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"  Redemption."   Concluded. 
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Where  our  souls' best  hope  shall  know  no  blight,  Where  its  chords  shall  feel  no  pain, 
The  night  of  weeping  will  soon  be      past,   Sin's  story  ere    long  be    told, 
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The  pangs  we  feel  are  the  throesofbirth— Toil  on,  till   the  night  is  done, 
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Till  the  glow  ofa  thousand  suns  comes  down.And  the  sheen  of  a  silver  flood 
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And  the  tho'tofill  in  that  world  so  bright,Will  never  re  -     turn       a  -  gain. 
And  the  worn  and  earth-weary  find  rest  at  last,  With  the  King  in  the  city  of  gold. 
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For  a  morning  will  break  o'er  all  the  earth,That  will  know  no  set  -  ting  sun. 
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Shall  deck  our  sad  earth  with  a  golden  crown, Till  it  flames  like  the  hill    of  God. 
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67.  THE  BEAUTEOUS  DAY. 

By  permission  of  Root  &  Cady. 


G.  F.  R. 
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1.  "We   are   watching,     we     are   wait- ing,    For    the  bright,  prophet- ic    day; 

2.  We   are   watching,     we    are   wait- ing,    For    the    star  that  brings  the  day; 


Z.  We   are    watching,     we    are    wait- ing,      For   the  beauteous  King  of  day; 
4.  "We   are    watching,     we    are    wait-  ing,      For   the  bright,prophet-  ic  day  i 
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"When  the  shadows,       wea  -  ry   shadows.    From  the  world  shall  roll       a  -  way. 
"When  the  night  of        sin  shall  van  -  ish.    And    the   shadows    melt      a  -  way. 


For     the    Chiefest        of     ten  thousand,    For  the  Light,the  Truth,  the  "Way. 
"When  the    shadows,     wea  -  ry    shad-  ows    From  the  world  shall  roll      a  -  way. 


§113 


V — K- 


-0T—9- 


q=:=:l 


-#i- 


-#•- 


zj: 


-i^T- 


T=t=t 


f^--#- 


Hope  and  Joy. 


37 


Chorus. 


The  Beauteous  Day."   Concluded. 
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"We     are  wait  -  ing      for       the  morn  -  ing,    When   the    beauteous    day     is 
We     are  wait  -  ing,&c. 


We     are  wait  -  ing       for      the  morn  -  ing,  When     the  beauteous    day     is 
We     are  wait  -  ing,  &c. 
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dawning.  We  are  wait  -  ing       for  the    morning,  For    the  gold  -  en  spires  of 
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dawning,  We  are  wait  -  ing     for     the  morn-  ing,  For    the  gold-  en   spires  of 
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day.         Lo!     He  comes!  see  the  King  draw  near ;  Zi-  on,shout,the  Lord  is  here. 
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day.         Lo !   He  comes !  see  the  King  draw  near ;  Zi  -  on.shout.the  Lord  is  here. 
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Andante. 
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1.  I       am     waiting, 

2.  All    the    prophets 


ev  -  er     waiting,  For     a      brighter,  bet  -  ter    day, 
of    past      a-  ges.Saw   its    brightness  from  a  -    far, 
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3.    Now  the  world  is     full     of   suffering, Sounds  of  woe    fall  on     my   ears. 
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4.     I      am   wait-  ing, 
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on     my   ears. 


hop  -  ing,  praying    For  Mes  -  si  -  ah's  glorious  reign. 
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Just     be-yond  the  clouds  and  shadows,That  surround    my  lone-  ly  way; 
And      in  words  sublime   have  spo  -  ken  Of     the  peace  and    glo  -  ry  there. 
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Sights  of     wretchedness     and    sorrow.  Fill    my  eyes  with    pitying  tears. 
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For      I    know  he'll  rule    in     justice,  Right  and  truth  will  triumph    then. 
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Waiting."   Concluded. 
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For     a     day      of  light  and  gladness, Such  as    earth  has    nev  -  er     known, 
Now  they  sleep    iu  those  green  valleys.Which  in    wea  -  r*  -  ness   they     trod, 


'Tis    the  earth's  dark  night  of  weepingjWrong  and  e   -   vil     tri  -  umph   now, 
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World-  ly     pleasures  can  -  not  win  me,  While  I     wait     for     that  bright  day. 
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When  in     e   -  qui  -  ty     and  jus  -  tice,Christ  shall  reign  on     Da-  vid's  throne. 
Soon  they'll  come  with  songs  of     triumph,    To     the    ho   -  ly  mount    of    God, 
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I       can    wait,  for   just    be-  fore  me  Beams   the  morning's  ro  -  seate  glow. 
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Worldly    splendor    can  -  not  charm  me.  While  its   light  beams  on     my    way. 
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69. 


BEAUTIFUL  EDEN. 


Erpm  "PuRB  Gold."    By  permission  of  Biglow  &  Main,  425  Broome  St.,  N.  T. 
Duet.  W.  H.  Doaihe. 
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1.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  E  -  den,      re  -  fuge  of  peace. 

2.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  E  -  den,      sor  -  row  or  care  .  .  . 

3.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  E  -  den,  place   of  de  -  light,. .  . 

4.  Beau  -  ti  -  f ul  E  -  den,  gar  -  den  of  grace,  .  . 


Home  where  tha 
Nev -  er  can 
Land   of       the 

Where  we     may 
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songs  .   .  of  the  ransomed   ne'er  cease ,      Oh,  how  my  spir  -  it,     when 

with       -  er  thy    blossoms     so  fair;         Sin   can  -  not  blight  them, and 

an  -  gels     ce  -  les  -  tial    and  bright ;  Here  may  the  way  -  far  -    er 

gaze  on  the  Saviour's   dear  face ;      There  we   shall  gath-  er        in 
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saddened    by    gloom,  Longs    to   behold  thee,  thou  gar- den         of  bloom! 

death  can- not  slay.  Safe       inthegar-den     of     promise  are  they, 

stay  and  take  rest,  Here       in  the  heav  -  en  -  ly  home  of  the  blest, 

glad-ness   a-  bove.  Roam-  ing  the  realms  of    an     E  -  den  of    love. 


Mope  and.  Joy. 
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Beautiful  Eden."   Concluded. 
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Beau  -   ti    •    ful     E    -     den.      Beau  -    ti  -    ful      E    -   den,   bright  are     thy 


A     A 


^-^ 


V-----X:- 


.j^. 


V- 


£^E 


-^ — la » F 


.^C^^t^-L 


i — ^' 


dfin, 


my 


soul 


:z:z^ 


longs 


-N-T 


M-:i 


for 


thee. 


■0L  ^ 


P^ 


43 


Hope  and  Joy. 


70. 


"WE'LL  STAND  THE  STORM."   CM. 

Melody  from  the  Freedmen. 
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1.  O  shout    for    joy!  let   songs   a  -  rise. 
Will  come   in     glo  -  ry   from  the  skies, 

2.  The  trum-  petsounds.its     aw  -  ful  voice, 
And  saints    a-    ris  -  ing  now     re-joice. 


O  shout  for  joy !  let  songs  a- 
Will  come  in  glo-  ry  from  the 
The  trumpet  sounds, its  awful 
And  saints  a  -  ris-  ing  now  ri> 
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songs  a  -  rise, 
aw  -  ful  voice, 
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rise," 
skies, 
voice, 
joice, 


O     shout  for  joy!  let  songs  a-  rise.TheLamh  that  once  was  slain 
Will  come   in    glo- ry  from  the  skies,  Up- on  the  earth  to  reign. 
The     trumpet  sounds,itsaw- ful  voice  Is  heard  o'er  land  and  sea, 
And  saints    a-  ris- ing  now   re  -  joice,To  live    e  -  ter- nal  -  ly. 
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songs  a  -  rise. 
aw-  ful  voice. 


CHORUS. 


We  will  stand 


storm. 


We  will  stand,stand  the  storm;  It    will      not     be     ver  -  y    long   We     wiU 


Hope  and  Joy. 
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We'll  Stand  the  Storm."   Concluded. 


anchor    by  and  by,  "We  will  anchor  by  and  by,"We  will  stand,stand  the  storm  ;It  will 


storm, 


We   will    an  -  chor     by  and       by,    by      and    by. 
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not     be    ver 


y     long  ;"We    will     an  -  chor  by   and 
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8  Yes,  they  shall  live  for  evermore. 
Secure  from  toil  and  pain ; 
And  on  that  bright  and  happy  shore, 
With  their  Redeemer  reign.  — Cho. 


4  All  hail  that  bright,  eternal  day. 
When  David's  rightful  heir 
Shall  take  the  throne  and  hold  the  sway, 
In  glorioss  triumph  there. — Cho. 


Glory  to  God  in  the  highest. 

Tune.  —  "  We'll  Stand  the  Storm." 


1  Mortals,  awake,  with  angels  join,  4 

And  chant  the  solemn  lay; 
Joy,  love  and  gratitude  combine 
To  hail  th'  auspicious  day. 

2  Wrapt  in  the  silence  of  the  night,  5 

Lay  all  the  eastern  world, 
When,  bursting,  glorious,  heavenly  light. 

The  wondrous  scene  unfurled. 
8  Hark !  the  cherubic  armies  shout,  6 

And  glory  leads  the  song; 
Good-will  and  peace  are  heard  throughout 

Th'  harmonious  heavenly  throng. 


O  for  a  g\ance  of  heavenly  love. 

Our  hearts  and  songs  to  raise; 
Sweetly  to  bear  our  souls  above. 

And  mingle  with  their  lays. 

With  joy  the  chorus  we'll  repeat. 

Glory  to  God  on  high ! 
Good-will  and  peace  are  now  complete, 

Jesus  was  born  to  die ! 

Hail !  Prince  of  life,  forever  hail ! 

Redeemer,  brother,  friend; 
Though  earth  and  time  and  life  should  fail 

Thy  praise  shall  never  end. 
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Hope  and  Joy. 


71. 


"JESUS  IS  COMING  AGAIN." 


5  _-ff--A~^~:*~j^— ^  ,  u^m 
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Geo.  E.  LofS. 


1.  Lift  up  the  trumpet,oh,loudlet   it  ring!  Je  -  sus 

2.  Ech-o    it,  hilltops,proclaim  it,  ye  plains,  Je  -  sua 

3.  SouDdit,old  ocean,   in  thy  mighty  wave,  Je  -  sus 


)g  coming  a  -  gaia ! 
is  coming  a -gain! 
is    coming     a  -  gain ! 
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Cheer  up,    ye    pilgrims,  be  joy  -  ful  and  sing,  Je  -  sus  is  coming  a  -  gain 
Com-ing     in     glo  -  ry, the  Lamb  that  was  slain,  Je-sus   is  coming  a- gam! 
Break  on     the  sands  of  the  shores  that  ye  lave,  Je- sus  is  coming  a-  gain! 
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CHORUS. 
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Coming     a  -  gain.  Com  -  ing     a  -  gain,  Je  -  sus    is     com  -  ing     a  -  gain 
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4  Heavings  of  earth,  tell  the  vast,  wond'ring  throng,    Jesus,  &c. 
Tempests  and  whirlwinds,  the  anthem  prolong,  Jesus,  &c.  —  Cho. 

6  Nations  are  angry,  —by  this  we  do  know,  Jesus  is  coming  again! 
Knowledge  increases ;  men  run  to  and  fro,  Jesus,  &c.  —  Cho. 

6  Then,  weeping  ones,  join  in  this  glad  refrain,  Jesus,  &c. 
Now  list'ning  angels  re-echo  the  strain,  Jesus,  &,c.  — CHO. 

7  Lov'd  ones  now  slumb'ring  in  death  will  awake.  Jesus,  &c. 
Then  will  our  Saviour  the  prison-bands  break,  Jesus,  &c.  —Cho. 

8  Soon  we  will  wing  our  glad  flight  through  the  air,  Jesus,  &c. 
Enter  the  kingdom,  its  glories  to  share,  Jesus,  &c.  —Cho. 


Hope  and  Joy. 
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73. 


THE  GLORIOUS  JUBILEEI 


With  animation. 


Geo.  E.  Leb. 
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1.    When  Jesus  comes  to  earth  again.We'll  shout  the  Jubi  -  lee ;  Vic  -  torious  over 


CHORUS. 


all    to  reign,"We'll  shout  the  Ju  -  bi  -  lee.  Shout, 


Shout, 


^  '  '  Shout,  Shout. 


Shout  the  song  of  vict'ry,Shout,Shout,Shout,  The  glo  -  ri-  ous  Ju-  bi  -  lee. 
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2  When  earthly  dynasties  shall  fall 
We'll  shout  the  Jubilee ; 
And  Zion'8  King  be  all  in  all. 
We'll  shout  the  Jubilee. 
8  The  captor  then  shall  captive  be, 
We'll  shout  the  Jubilee ; 
And  Rachel's  children  shall  be  free. 
We'll  shout  the  Jubilee. 
i  O  how  the  ransomed  host  will  sing. 
And  shout  the  Jubilee; 
O'er  conquer'd  grave,  and  death  its  king, 
We'll  shout  the  victory. 


6  When  earth's  dread  night  of  gloom  is  o'er. 
We'll  shout  the  Jubilee ; 
And  thorns  and  thistles  rise  no  more, 
We'll  shout  the  Jubilee. 

6  When  all  in  earth,  and  air,  and  sky, 

Shall  blend  in  symphony, 
And  praise  the  Lord  in  harmony. 
We'll  shout  the  Jubilee. 

7  O  what  a  thrilling  shout  'twill  be  — 

Eternal  victory 
From  sin  and  death,  and  Satan  free, 
A  glorious  Jubilee. 
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Hope  and  Joy. 


73.  Ofora  clo$erwalk  with  God,  C.  M. 

1  There's  not  a  bright  and  beaming  smile, 

Which  in  this  world  I  see, 
But  turns  my  heart  to  future  joy, 

And  whispers  "  heaven  "  to  me. 
Though  often  here  my  soul  is  sad. 

And  falls  the  silent  tear, 
There  is  a  world  where  all  is  glad, 

And  sorrow  dwells  not  there. 

2  I  never  clasp  a  friendly  hand, 

In  greeting,  or  farewell. 
But  thoughts  of  an  eternal  home 

"Within  my  bosom  swell : 
A  prayer  to  meet  in  heaven  at  last, 

Where  all  the  ransomed  come, 
And  where  eternal  ages  still 

Shall  find  us  all  at  home. 


73. 


74.  Betidon* 

1  Jesus  comes  with  all  his  grace. 
Comes  to  fill  the  earth  with  peace; 
Object  of  our  glorious  hope, 
Jesus  comes  to  raise  us  up ! 

2  He  hath  our  salvation  wrought; 
He  our  precious  souls  hath  bought; 
He  hath  reconciled  to  God ; 

He  hath  washed  us  in  his  blood. 

3  We  shall  gain  our  calling's  prize; 
After  Chnst  we  all  shall  rise, 
Fill'd  with  joy,  and  love,  and  peace. 
Perfected  in  holiness. 

4  Let  us  then  rejoice  in  hope. 
Steadily  to  Christ  look  up; 
Trust  to  be  redeemed  by  him, 
Wait,  till  he -appear  again. 

5  "  Hasten, X'Ord,  the  advent  day," 
Let  thy  every  servant  say; 

'         Hasten  to  display  thy  power, 
Raise  as  up  to  die  no  more  I 


75. 

1  This  groaning  earth  is  too  dark  and  drear 
For  the  saints'  eternal  home ; 
But  the  city  from  heaven  will  soon  appear, 
And  we  know  that  the  moment  is  drawing 
near  ,    „ 

When  she  in  her  glory  shall  come. 
Her  gates  of  pearl  we  soon  shall  see, 
And  her  music  we  soon  shall  hear; 
Joyous  and  bright  our  home  shall  be, 
And  we'll  walk  in  the  shadow  of  Life's  fair 
tree, 
With  our  Saviour  for  evermore. 


2  We'll  gladly  exchange  A  world  like  this, 

Where  death  triumphant  reigns. 
For  a  beautiful  home  in  that  land  of  bliss. 
Where  all  is  happiness,  joy  and  peace. 

And  nothing  can  enter  that  paius. 
There  is  no  more  sorrow  and  no  more  night, 

For  the  darkness  shall  flee  away; 
The  crucified  Lamb  is  its  glorious  light, 
And  the  saints  shall  walk  with  him  in  white 

In  that  happy,  eternal  day. 

3  Oh,  there  the  loved  of  earth  shall  meet, 

Whom  death  has  sundered  here ; 
The  prophets  and  patriarchs  there  we'U 

greet. 
And  all  shall  worship  at  Jesus'  feet, 

No  more  separation  to  fear. 
Though  trials  and  griefs  await  us  here. 

The  conflict  will  soon  be  o'er; 
This  glorious  hope  our  hearts  doth  cheer, 
For  we  know  that  the  Saviour  will  soon 
appear. 

And  then  we  shall  grieve  no  more. 


76. 


lM*oodJand» 


C.  M. 


1  How  sweet  thff  Christian's  hope  to  mo, 

While  here  I'm  call'd  to  roam; 
It  points  me  to  a  better  land 
That  I  may  call  my  home. 

2  This  hope  reminds  me  of  the  time 

When  Jesus  will  appear ; 
It  gives  me  joy,  it  gives  me  peace. 
It  drives  away  my  fear. 

3  When  darkness  hovers  o'er  my  path. 

And  I  no  light  can  see, 
This  hope  sustains  my  drooping  heart. 
And  bids  me  joyful  be. 

4  When  friends  that  once  I  loved  so  well. 

Leave  me  alone  to  sigh, 
This  hope  bids  me  rejoice  and  sing. 
For  my  redemption's  nigh. 

5  This  hope  — it  purifies  my  heart. 

And  turns  my  night  to  day; 
It  plants  my  feet  upon  the  Rock, 
And  keeps  me  in  the  way. 

6  The  day  is  near  —  O  joyful  thought. 

When  I  shall  gain  the  prize ; 
This  hope  will  then  be  turned  to  sight 
Before  my  wondering  eyes. 


Hope  and  Joy. 
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Exhort  at  ion . 


CM. 


1  How  cheering  is  the  Christian's  hope, 

While  toiling  here  below! 
It  buoys  us  up  while  passing  thro' 
This  wilderness  of  woe. 

2  It  points  us  to  a  land  of  rest, 

Where  saints  with  Christ  will  reign, 
Where  we  shall  meet  the  loved  of  earth, 
And  never  part  again. 

3  A  land  where  sin  can  never  come, 

Temptations  ne'er  annoy; 
Where  happiness  will  ever  dwell. 
And  that  without  alloy. 

4  O  how  unlike  the  present  world 

Will  be  the  one  to  come ! 
Here,  pain  and  sorrow,  care  and  fear. 
Attend  where'er  we  roam. 


78. 


tWoward, 


C.  M. 


1  Thine  oath  and  promise,  mighty  God, 

Recorded  in  thy  word, 
Become  our  hope's  foundation  broad, 
And  surety  atford. 

2  Like  Abraham,  the  friend  of  God, 

Thy  faithfulness  we  prove ; 
We  tread  in  paths  the  fathers  trod, 
Blest  with  thy  light  and  love. 

8  Largely  our  consolation  flows, 
While  we  expect  the  day 
That  ends  our  griefs,  and  pains,  and  woes, 
And  drives  our  fears  away. 

4  Let  floods  of  mighty  vengeance  roll. 

And  compass  earth  around; 
Let  thunder  sound  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  earthquakes  vast  astound ; 

5  Let  nature  all  convulse  and  shake. 

And  angry  nations  rage; 
Thy  name  our  hiding-place  we  make; 
To  save  thou  dost  engage. 


With  its  crystal  tide  forever 
Flowing  by  the  throne  of  God? 

CHORUS. 

Yes,  we'll  gather  at  the  river. 
The  beautiful,  the  beautiful  river; 
Gather  with  the  saints  at  the  river 
That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 

2  On  the  margin  of  the  river. 

Washing  up  its  silver  spray. 

We  will  walk  and  worship  ever, 

All  the  happy,  golden  day. 

3  Ere  we  reach  the  shining  river. 

Lay  we  every  burden  down ; 
Grace  our  humble  hearts  deliver. 
And  provide  a  robe  and  crown. 

4  At  the  smiling  of  the  river, 

Mirror  of  the  Saviour's  face. 
Saints,  whom  death  will  never  sever, 
Lift  their  songs  of  saving  grace. 

5  Soon  we'll  reach  the  silver  river. 

Soon  our  pilgrimage  will  cease; 
Soon  our  happy  hearts  will  quiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace. 


80. 


t9.  Shall  Wr*e  Gather  at  the  Mtirer? 

1  Shall  we  gather  at  the  river, 

Where  bright  angel  feet  have  trod, 


3rei'idexi.    p.  56.    S.  M 

No  slacker  grows  the  fight, 

No  feebler  is  the  foe. 
No  less  tlie  need  of  armor  tried. 

Of  shield,  and  s>pear,  and  bow. 


2  Nor  less  we  feel  the  blank 
Of  earth's  still  absent  King ; 
Whose  presence  is  of  all  our  bliss 
The  everlasting  spring. 


3  Thus  onward  still  we  press. 
Thro'  evil  and  thro'  good. 
Thro'  pain,  and  poverty,  and  want, 
Thro'  peril  and  thro'  blood. 


4  Still  faithful  to  our  God, 
And  to  our  Captain  true ; 
We  follow  where  he  leads  the  way, 
The  Kingdom  in  our  view. 
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Hope  and  Joy. 


81. 


Turner* 


C.  M. 


1  Sweet  rivers  of  redeeming  love 

I  see  before  me  lie ; 
Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 
I'd  to  those  rivers  fly. 

2  I'd  rise  superior  to  my  pain, 

"With  joy  outstrip  the  wind, 
I'd  cross  bold  Jordan's  stormy  main. 
And  leave  the  world  behind. 

3  A  few  more  days,  or  months,  at  most. 

My  troubles  will  be  o'er; 
I  hope  to  join  the  heavenly  host 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

4  My  rapturous  soul  shall  drink  and  feast 

In  love's  unbounded  sea; 
The  glorious  hope  of  endless  rest 
Is  ravishing  to  me. 

5  O,  come,  my  Saviour,  come  away, 

And  bear  me  to  the  sky ! 
Nor  let  thy  chariot  wheels  delay; 
Make  haste  and  bring  it  nigh. 

6  I  long  to  see  thy  glorious  face. 

And  in  thine  image  shine ; 
To  triumph  in  victorious  grace, 
And  be  forever  thine. 


83. 


Boylatoit* 


S.  M. 


1  In  expectation  sweet. 

We'll  wait,  and  sing,  and  pray. 
Till  Christ's  triumphal  car  we  meet. 
And  see  an  endless  day. 

2  He  comes,  the  Conq'ror  comes; 

Death  falls  beneath  his  sword; 
The  joyful  pris'ners  burst  the  tombs. 
And  rise  to  meet  their  Lord. 

3  The  trumpet  sounds,  "Awake! 

Ye  dead,  to  judgment  come !  " 
The  pillars  of  creation  shake. 
While  man  receives  his  doom. 

4  Thrice  happy  mom  for  those 

Who  love  the  ways  of  peace ! 
No  night  of  sorrow  e'er  shall  close, 
Or  shade  their  perfect  bliss. 


83. 


JSartimetiSt 


8s  &  7s. 


1  This  Is  not  my  place  of  resting; 
Mine's  a  city  yet  to  come ; 


Onwards  to  it  I  am  hasting, 
On  to  my  eternal  home. 

2  In  it  all  is  light  and  glory. 

O'er  it  shines  a  nightlfv-s  day; 
Every  trace  of  sin's  sad  sstory, 
All  the  curse  has  passed  away. 

3  There  the  Lamb,  our  Shepherd,  lead?  u* 

By  the  streams  of  life  along ; 

On  the  freshest  pastures  tieeds  us. 

Turns  our  sighing  into  song. 

4  Soon  we  pass  this  desert  dreary, 

Soon  we  bid  farewell  to  pain; 
Nevermore  be*  sad  or  weary. 
Never,  never  sin  again. 


84. 


•^riel. 


C.  P.  M. 


1  O  glorious  hope  of  heav'nly  love! 
It  lifts  me  up  to  things  above; 

It  bears  on  eagle's  wings; 
It  gives  my  ravished  soul  a  taste, 
And  makes  me  for  some  moments  feast 
With  Jesus,  priests  and  Idngs, 
With  Jesus,  priests  and  kings. 

2  Rejoicing  now  in  earnest  hope, 

I  stand,  and  from  the  mountain  top 

See  all  the  land  below: 
Rivers  of  milk  and  honey  rise, 
And  all  the  fruits  of  Paradise 

In  endless  plenty  grow. 

In  endless  plenty  grow. 

3  A  land  of  com,  and  wine,  and  oil. 
Favored  with  God's  peculiar  smile; 

With  every  blessing  blest ; 
There  dwells  the  Lord,  our  righteousneat 
And  keeps  his  own  in  perfect  peace, 

And  everlasting  rest, 

And  everlasting  rest. 

4  O  that  I  might  at  once  go  up ; 

No  more  on  this  side  Jordan  stop. 

But  now  the  land  possess! 
This  moment  end  my  toilsome  years 
Sorrows,  and  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears  - 

A  howling  wilderness! 

A  howling  wilderness  I 


Hope  and  Joy. 
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85.       Forever  with  the  Jjord, 

S.  M.  Doublp. 

1  The  church  has  waited  long 

Her  absent  Lord  to  see ; 
And  still  in  loneliness  she  waits; 

A  friendless  stranger  she. 
Age  after  age  has  gone, 

Sun  after  sun  has  set, 
And  still  in  weeds  of  widowhood 

She  weeps,  a  mourner  yet. 
Mourner  yet,  mourner  yet, 

Come,  then,  Lord  Jesus,  come ! 

2  Saint  after  saint  on  earth 

Has  lived,  and  loved,  arid  died; 
And  as  they  left  us  one  by  one, 

We  laid  them  side  by  side ; 
We  laid  them  down  to  sleep. 

But  not  in  hope  forlorn ; 
We  laid  them  but  to  ripen  there, 

Till  the  last  glorious  morn. 
Glorious  morn,  glorious  morn, 

Come,  then,  Lord  Jesas,  come! 

8  The  serpent's  brood  increase, 

The  powers  of  hell  grow  bold; 
The  conflict  thickens,  faith  is  low, 

And  love  is  waxing  cold, 
now  long,  O  Lord  our  God, 

Holy,  and  true,  and  good. 
Wilt  thou  not  judge  thy  suflering  church, 

Her  sighs  and  tears  and  blood? 
Tears  and  blood,  tears  and  blood. 

Come,  then,  Lord  Jesus,  come ! 

4  We  long  to  hear  Thy  voice, 

To  see  Thee  face  to  face. 
To  share  Thy  crown  and  glory  then, 

As  now  we  share  thy  grace. 
Should  not  the  loving  brido 

The  absent  bridegroom  mourn  ? 
Should  she  not  wear  the  weeds  of  grief 

Until  her  Lord  return  ? 
Lord  return.  Lord  return. 

Come,  then,  Lord  Jesus,  come ! 

5  The  whole  creation  groans, 

And  waits  to  hear  that  voice, 
That  shall  restore  her  comeliness. 

And  make  her  wastes  rejoice. 
Come,  Lord,  and  wipe  away 

The  curse,  the  sin,  the  stain. 
And  make  this  blighted  world  of  ours 

Thine  own  fair  world  again. 
World  again,  world  again, 

Come,  thp:i,  Lord  Jesus,  come ! 


83. 


*/S.nvern, 


L.  M. 


1  In  love,  the  Father's  sinless  child 

Sojourned  at  Nazareth  for  me; 
With  sinners  dwelt  the  undefiled, 
The  Holy  One,  in  Galilee. 

2  Jesus,  whom  angel  hosts  adore. 

Became  a  man  of  griefs  for  me; 
In  love,  though  rich,  becoming  poor. 
That  I  through  him  enriched  might  be 

3  Though  Lord  of  all,  above,  below. 

He  went  to  Olivet  for  me ; 
There  drank  the  cup  of  wrath  and  woe, 
When  bleeding  in  Gethsemane. 

4  The  ever-blessed  Son  of  God 

Went  up  to  Calvary  for  me ; 
There  gave  his  blood,  there  bore  the  load, 
In  his  own  body  on  the  tree. 

5  Jesus,  whose  dwelling  is  the  skies, 

Went  down  into  the  grave  for  me ; 
There  overcame  my  enemies, 
There  won  the  glorious  victory. 

6  In  love  the  whole  dark  path  He  trod, 

To  consecrate  a  way  for  me : 
Each  bitter  footstep  marked  with  bloqd. 
From  Bethlehem  to  Calvary. 


ISope* 


68. 


1  Come  nearer,  nearer  still, 

Let  not  thy  light  depart; 
Bend,  break  this  stubborn  will, 
Dissolve  this  iron  heart. 

2  Less  wayward  let  me  be. 

More  pli.ible  and  mild; 
In  glad  simplicity, 
More  like  a  trustful  child. 

3  Less,  less  of  self  each  day, 

And  more,  my  God,  of  thee ; 
O  keep  me  in  the  way. 
However  rough  it  be. 

4  Less  of  the  flesh  each  day. 

Less  of  the  world  and  sin; 
More  of  thy  Son,  I  pray. 
More  of  Thyself  within. 

5  More  moulded  to  Thy  will. 

Lord,  let  Thy  servant  be. 
Higher  and  higher  still, 
Liker  and  liker  Thee. 
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87*  Jfertnalem,  C.  M. 

1  Lo,  what  a  glorious  sight  appears, 

To  our  believing  eyes; 
The  earth  and  seas  have  passed  away, 
And  the  old  rolling  skies. 
Cho.— O,  that  will  be  joyful, 

When  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 

2  From  the  third  heav'n,  where  God  resides, 

That  holy,  happy  place; 
The  New  Jerusalem  comes  down, 
Adorned  with  shining  grace.  —  Cho. 

3  Attending  angels  shout  for  joy. 

And  thd  bright  armies  sing, 
"Mortals,  behold  the  sacred  seat 
Of  your  descending  King !  —  Cho. 

4  "  The  God  of  glory  down  to  men 

Removes  his  blest  abode; 
Men  are  the  objects  of  his  love, 
And  he  their  gracious  God.  —  Cho. 

5  "  His  own  soft  hand  shall  wipe  the  tears 

From  every  weeping  eye ; 
And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and  fears. 
And  death  itself  shall  die.  — Cho. 

3  How  bright  the  vision !  O,  how  long 
Shall  this  glad  hour  delay? 
Fly  swifter  round,  ye  wheel?  of  time, 
And  bring  the  welcome  day.  — Cho. 


88. 


Beautiful  ZioM, 


1  Beautiful  Zion  built  above, 
Beautiful  city  that  I  love. 
Beautiful  gates  of  pearly  white, 
Beautiful  temple  —  God  its  light ; 

He  who  was  slain  on  Calvary, 
Opens  those  pearly  gates  to  me. 

2  Beautiful  heaven  where  all  is  light, 
Beautiful  angels  clothed  in  white. 
Beautiful  strains  that  never  tire, 
Beautiful  harps  through  all  the  choir: 

There  shall  1  join  the  chorus  sweet, 
Worshipping  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 

3  Beautiful  crowns  on  every  brow. 
Beautiful  palms  the  conquerors  show, 
Beautiful  robes  the  ransomed  wear, 
BeautifuJall  who  enter  there; 

Thither  I  press  with  eager  feet, 
There  shall  my  rest  be  long  and  sweet 

4  Beautiful  throne  of  Christ  our  King, 
Beautiful  songs  the  angels  sing, 
Beautiful  rest,  all  wand'rings  cease. 
Beautiful  home  of  perfect  peace; 

There  shall  my  eyes  the  Saviour  pre, 
Haste  to  this  heavenly  home  with  roe 


89. 


Come  ^u)ay, 

1  O  hail,  happy  day,  that  speaks  our  trials  ended, 

Our  Lord  has  come  to  take  us  home;  O  hail,  happy  day; 
No  more  by  doubts  or  fears  distressed. 
We  now  shall  gain  our  promised  rest, 
And  be  forever  blest ;  O  hail,  happy  day. 

2  Swell  loud  the  glad  note,  our  bondage  now  is  over; 
The  Jubilee  proclaims  us  free ;  O  hail,  happy  day ; 
The  day  that  brings  a  sweet  release. 

That  crowns  our  Jesus  Prince  of  Peace, 

And  bids  our  sorrows  cease;  O  hail,  happy  day. 

3  O  hail,  happy  day,  that  ends  our  tears  and  sorrows. 
That  brings  us  joy  without  alloy,  O  hail,  happy  day; 
There  peace  shall  wave  her  sceptre  high, 

And  love's  fair  banner  greet  the  eye. 
Proclaiming  victory;  O  hail,  happy  day. 

4  We  hail  thy  bright  beams,  O  mornof  Zion's  glory; 

Thy  blessed  light  breaks  on  our  sight,  O  hail,  happy  day; 
Fair  Beulah's  tields  before  us  rise. 
And  sweetly  burst  upon  our  eyes. 
The  joys  of  Paradise ;  O  hail,  happy  day. 
6  Thrice  hail,  happy  day,  when  earth  shall  smile  in  gladness. 
And  Eden  bloom  o'er  nature's  tomb,  O  hail,  happy  day. 
Where  life's  pellucid  waters  glide. 
Safe  by  the  dear  Redeemer's  side. 
Forever  we'll  abide;  O  hail,  happy  day. 
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90. 


Cambridge* 


CM. 


1  O  joyful  sound  of  gospel  grace! 

Christ  shall  on  earth  appear; 
I,  even  I  shall  see  his  face ; 
Shall  see  him  ever  here. 

2  The  glorious  crown  of  righteousness 

To  me  reached  out  I  view ; 
Conqu'ror  through  him,  I  soon  shall  seize, 
And  wear  it  as  my  due, 

8  The  promised  rest  from  Pisgah's  top 
1  now  rejoice  to  see : 
My  hope  is  full !  O  glorious  hope  I 
Of  immortality ! 


91. 


Happy  nay» 


L.  M. 


1  "  A  little  while,"  our  Lord  shall  come 
And  we  shall  wander  here  no  more, 
He'll  take  us  to  our  Father's  home 
"Where  he  for  us  has  gone  before. 

Cho.  —  Happy  day,  happy  day. 

When  Jesus  wash'd  my  sins  away. 
He  taught  me  how  to  watcli  and  pray. 
And  live  rejoicing  every  day. 
Happy  day,  happy  day. 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away. 

2  "  A  little  while,"  he'll  come  again; 
Let  us  the  precious  hours  redeem. 
Our  only  grief  to  give  him  pain ; 
Our  joy  to  serve  and  follow  him. 

3  "  A  little  while,"  'twill  soon  be  past, 
Why  should  we  shun  the  shame  and  cross? 
O  let  us  in  his  footsteps  haste. 
Counting  for  him  all  else  but  loss ! 

I  "  A  little  while,"  come,  Saviour,  come! 
For  thee  thy  church  has  tarried  long! 
Take  thy  poor,  wearied  pilgrims  home, 
To  sing  the  new  eternal  song. 


•i». 


Fiasabm 


CM. 


1  How  happy  every  child  of  grace, 

Who  knows  his  sins  forgiven. 
This  earth,  he  cries,  will  be  my  place, 

No  other  place  is  given ; 
A  country  far  from  mortal  sight; 

Yet,  O,  by  faith  I  see 
The  land  of  rest,  the  saint's  delight  — 

The  earth  restored  for  me. 


2  O  what  a  blessed  hope  is  ours, 

AVhile  waiting  here  we  stay. 
We  feel  the  resurrection  pow<irs. 

And  antedate  that  day ; 
We  know  the  resurrection's  near. 

Our  life  in  Christ  is  sure. 
And  with  his  glorious  presence  here. 

Our  hopes  would  be  secure. 


3  O  would  he  now  the  trumpet  blow ! 

Then,  like  our  Lord  we'd  rise. 
Our  bodies  fully  ransomed,  go 

To  take  the  glorious  prize ; 
On  him,  with  rapture  then,  I'll  gaze. 

Who  bought  the  bliss  for  me. 
And  shout  and  wonder  at  his  grace, 

Through  all  eternity. 


93. 


Victory, 


10s. 


1  Joyfully,  joyfully  onward  I  roam 
Bound  for  the  land  of  the  bright  world  to 

Angelic  choristers  welcome  me  on,  [come. 
Joyfully,  joyfully,  haste  to  thy  home. 
Soon  shall  I  pass  from  this  dark  vale  of  woe, 
Home  to  the  land  of  the  righteous  I'll  go, 
'  Pilgrim  and  stranger  no  more  shall  I  roam, 
Joyfully,  joyfully,  resting  at  home. 

2  Friends  fondly  cherished  now  sleep  in  the 

ground. 
But  they'll  awake  when  the  last  trump  shall 
sound. 
Singing  to  cheer  me  as  upward  I  soar, 
Joyfully,  meeting  my  Lord  in  the  air. 
Sounds  of  sweet  melody  fall  on  the  ear; 
Harps  of  the  blessed,  your  voices  I'll  hear, 
Ringing    with    harmony    heaven's    high 
Joyfully,  joyfully  haste  to  my  home,  [dome, 


3  Death  with  his  weapons  of  war  has  laid  low 
Many  a  pilgrim  who  feared  not  the  blow; 

Jesus  has  broken  the  bars  of  the  tomb; 

Joyfully,  joyfully  they  will  come  home. 
Bright  will  the  morn  of  eternity  dawn. 
Death  shall  be  banished,  his  sceptre  begone; 

Joyfully  then,  shall  I  witness  his  doom; 

Joyfully,  joyfully,  safely  at  home. 


5a 
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94*    ReMin-rectiou.  JfEorniug, 

1  Glory  to  God !  the  night  is  almost  o'er. 
And  we'll  shout  hallelujah  in  the  morning, 

Soon  shall  we  meet  on  Eden's  blissful  shore, 
And  we'll  shout  hallelujah  in  the  morning. 

Cho.  —  In  the  morning,  in  the  morning, 

In  the  resurrection  morning, 
Sweetly  we'll  sing  the  praises  of  our  King, 

And  we'll  shout  hallelujah  in  the  morning. 

2  Jesus  is  coming,  soon  he'll  rend  the  sky. 
And  we'll  shout  &c.. 

Lift  up  your  heads,redemption  draweth  nigh. 
And  we'll  shout  &c.  —  Cho. 

3  Soon  we  shall  rest  where  living  waters 
And  we'll  shout  &c.,  [flow. 

Sickness  and  sorrow  never  more  to  know, 
And  we'll  shout  &c.  —  Cho. 

4  Come,  blessed  Saviour,  come,  O  quickly 

And  we'll  shout  &c.,  [come. 

Take  us,  we  pray,  to  glory's  fadeless  home, 
And  we'll  shout  &c.— Cho. 


95.    Vhe  CapHve^a  IJaineul.  C.  M. 

1  On  time's  tempestuous  ocean  wide, 

A  gallant  ship  set  sail ; 
And  out  into  the  raging  deep 

She  stood  before  the  gale; 
Well  fitted  to  abide  the  storm, 

And  angry  waters'  foam. 
And  bring  the  captives  that  she  bore, 

Unto  her  haven  home. 

2  Long  was  to  be  her  voyage  —  the  time, 

Six  thousand  years  almost  — 
Ere  she  would  make  the  highland  height, 

Along  the  heavenly  coast; 
Yet  with  her  sails  expanded  wide, 

On,  on  she  swiftly  flew : 
Bearing  with  ardent  hope  and  love, 

Her  passengers  and  crew. 

8  Oft  tempests  have  assailed  her  round, 
And  stormy  winds  rose  high ; 
And  dark  have  been  the  mountain  waves, 
That  bore  her  to  the  sky ; 


But  o'er  them  all,  with  steady  helm. 
She  onward  pressed  her  way; 

Her  compass,  true  unto  the  pole, 
Guides  her  to  endless  day. 

4  Long,  long  she  has  been  out,  and  now 

She  nears  her  haven  home; 
A  beacon  light  hangs  o'er  her  bow. 

And  bids  lier  thither  come. 
And  voices  joyful  oft  are  heard. 

And  music  swelling  high ; 
The  land!  the  land!  the  land  ahead! 

With  rapture  now  they  cry. 

5  Now  soon  will  she  be  safely  moor'd, 

And  anchored  in  the  bay: 
And  all  her  passengers  on  shore. 

Will  keep  a  festal  day : 
And  long  their  songs  of  joy  will  rise. 

Beneath  high  heaven's  dome — 
They've  passed  the  stormy  sea  of  time. 

They've  reached  their  haven  home. 


98. 


Boward* 


C.  M. 


1  My  soul  is  happy  when  I  hear 

The  Saviour  is  so  nigh ; 
I  long  to  see  his  sign  appear 
Upon  the  op'ning  sky. 

2  I  love  to  wait,  and  watch,  and  pray, 

And  trust  his  living  word. 
And  feel  the  coming  of  that  day 
No  longer  is  deferred. 

3  I  do  rejoice  that  life  was  given 

In  these  last  days  to  me. 
That  deathless  I  may  rise  to  heaven, 
And  my  Redeemer  see. 

4  Then,  waiting  brethren,  let  us  sing; 

He  will  not  tarry  long ; 
And  fill  with  love  the  hours  that  bring 
The  glory  of  our  song. 

5  Yes,  he  will  come,  no  longer  fear. 

Though  earth  and  hell  assail ; 
His  Word  attests  the  moment  near. 
And  that  can  never  fail. 
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07. 


8s,  6s,  7s,  6s. 


1  He  is  coming ;  and  the  tidings 

Sweep  through  the  willing  air, 
With  hope  that  ends  forever 
Time's  ages  of  despair. 

2  Old  earth  from  dreams  and  slumber 

Wakes  up  and  says.  Amen ; 
Land  and  ocean  bid  him  welcome, 
Flood  and  forest  join  the  strain. 

3  Yes,  he,  thy  King  is  coming 

To  end  thy  woes  and  wrongs, 
To  give  thee  joy  for  mourning. 
To  tarn  thy  sighs  to  songs. 


9S.  ^utioch.  C.  M. 

1  Joy  to  the  world!  the  Lord  will  come  I 

Let  earth  receive  her  King ; 
Let  every  lieart  prepare  him  room, 
And  heav'n  and  nature  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  world!  the  Lord  shall  reign! 

Let  men  their  songs  employ ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and 

Repeat  the  sounding  joy.  [plains, 

8  No  more  shall  sin  and  sorrow  grow, 

Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground ; 
rie  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow 

Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 


4  He'll  rule  the  world  with  truth  and  grace. 
And  make  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  his  righteousness 
Ajad  wonders  of  his  love. 


99. 


8s  &  73. 


1  Star  of  our  hope!    He'll  soon  appear  I 

O,  shout  and  sing  hosanna! 
The  last  loud  trumpet  speaks  him  near! 
Hosanna!  sing  hosanna! 

Cho.— Eternal  life !  Eternal  life ! 

We  have  it  through  our  Saviour! 
Eternal  life !  Eternal  life ! 
O,  come  and  live  forever. 

2  Hail  him,  all  saints,  from  pole  to  pole. 

And  raise  one  loud  hosanna ! 
How  welcome  to  the  faithful  soul ! 
How  worthy  our  hosanna! 

3  Descending  on  his  azure  throne. 

While  rings  one  grand  hosanna, 
He  claims  the  kingdoms  as  his  own; 
All  nations  shout  hosanna ! 

4  The  saints  rejoice — they  shout,  they  sing. 

With  rapture  chant  hosannas; 
And  hail  him  their  triumphant  Kln^! 
Forever  sing  hosannas ! 


100. 


Bail  io  the  Brightnesam 


lis  &  103. 


1  Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  morning ! 

Joy  to  the  lands  that  in  darkness  have  lain  ! 
Hushed  be  the  accents  of  sorrow  and  mourning; 
Zion  in  triumph  begins  her  mild  reign. 

2  Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  morning, 

Long  by  the  prophets  of  Israel  foretold ; 
Hail  to  the  millions  from  bondage  returning! 
Gentiles  and  Jews  the  blest  vision  behold. 

8  Lo,  in  the  desert  rich  flowers  are  springing; 
Streams  ever  copious  are  gliding  along ; 
Loud  from  the  mountain-tops  echoes  are  ringing; 
Wastes  rise  in  verdure  and  mingle  in  song. 

4  See  the  dpad  risen  from  land  and  from  ocean; 
Praise  to  Jehovah  ascending  on  high: 
Fall'n  are  the  engines  of  war  and  commotion. 
Shouts  of  salvation  are  rending  the  sky. 
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lOl.  Ediubnrg,  lis. 

1  Glad  tidings !  glad  tidings !  the  kingdom  is  near, 
Our  glorious  Dsliv'rer  will  soon,  soon  appear; 

In  clouds  of  bright  glory,  to  our  rescue  he'll  come. 
And  angels  will  hail  us  to  our  heavenly  home. 
Hallelujab,  amen;  hallelujah,  hallelujah,  hallelujah,  ament 

2  Glad  tidings!  glad  tidings!  the  kingdom  is  near, 
On  the  plains  of  fair  Canaan  we  soon  shall  appear; 
With  harps  tun'd  celestial,  our  rescue  he'll  come. 
And  angels  will  hail  us  to  our  heavenly  home. 

Hallelujah,  amen ;  hallelujah,  hallelujah,  hallelujah,  amen. 

8  Glad  tidings!  glad  tidings!  the  kingdom  is  near, 
'Tis  the  voice  of  th'  archangel,  methinks,  that  I  hear. 
Arousing  the  nations,  awaking  the  dead 
From'their  cold,  dusty  pillows,  where  long  they  have  laid. 
Hallelujah,  amen ;  hallelujah,  hallelujah,  hallelujah,  amen. 

4  Glad  tidings!  glad  tidings!  the  kingdom  is  near, 
Rejoice,  then,  ye  pilgrims,  your  redemption  is  near; 
The  promis'd  possession  we  soon  shall  receive, 
And  with  Jesus  in  glory  eternally  live. 
Hallelujah,  amen ;  hallelujah,  hallelujah,  hallelujah,  amea 


103.  BearenJy  Home,  Us. 

1  My  hope  is  in  heaven — till  Jesus  appear. 

Then  why  should  I  mourn  when  trials  are  near? 
.  Be  hushed,  my  sad  spirit — the  worst  that  can  come 
But  shortens  thy  journey  and  hastens  thee  home. 

2  A  pilgrim  and  stranger,  I  seek  not  my  bliss, 

Nor  lay  up  my  treasures  in  regions  like  this; 
I  look  for  a  mansion  which  hands  have  not  piled, — 
I  long  for  a  city  by  sin  undetiled. 

3  Though  foes  and  afflictions  my  progress  oppose, 

They  only  make  heaven  more  sweet  at  the  close; 
Come  joy  or  come  sorrow — the  worst  may  befall 
One  moment  in  glory  makes  up  for  them  all. 

4  The  thorn  and  the  thistle,  around  me  may  grow, 

I  would  not  repose  me  on  roses  below; 
I  ask  not  my  portion— I  seek  not  my  rest, 
Till  seated  with  Jesus,  I  lean  on  his  breast. 

6  No  scrip  for  my  journey— no  staff  in  my  hand, 
A  pilgrim  impatient  I  press  to  that  land; 
The  path  may  be  rugged,  it  cannot  be  long — 
With  hope  I'll  beguile  it,  and  cheer  it  with  song. 


Hope  and  Joy. 
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103. 


P.M. 


1  In  the  Christian's  home  in  glorjr, 

There  remains  a  land  of  rest ; 
And  my  Saviour  will  not  tarry 

To  fulfil  my  soul's  request. 
There  is  rest  for  the  weary,  [Repeat.] 
There  is  rest  for  you ; 
On  the  other  side  of  Jordan, 
In  the  sweet  fields  of  Eden, 
Where  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming, 
There  is  rest  for  you. 

2  Jesus  comes  to  plant  a  kingdom. 

That  eternally  shall  stand, 
And  nothing  shall  be  transient 
In  that  holy,  happy  laud. 

8  Pain  or  sickness  ne'er  shall  enter. 
Grief  nor  woe  my  lot  shall  share; 
But  in  that  celestial  centre, 
I  a  crown  of  life  shall  wear. 

4  Death  itself  shall  then  be  vanquished, 
And  its  sting  shall  be  withdrawn, 
Shout  for  gladness,  O,  ye  ransomed, 
Hail  with  joy  the  rising  morn. 

6  Sing,  O,  sing,  ye  heirs  of  glory, 
Shout  your  triumph  as  you  go, 
Zion's  gates  will  open  for  you. 
You  shall  find  au  entrance  through. 


104. 


Swtitser, 


8s  &  7s. 


i  Weary  pilgrim,  why  this  sadness. 
Why,  'mid  sorrow's  scenes  decline? 
The  "  trial  strange  "  brings  joy  and  glad- 
ness; 
For  all  things  shall  yet  be  thine; 
Oh !  yes,  all  things  shall  yet  be  thine! 

2  Earth  anew,  with  robe  of  glory. 
Shall  rejoice  in  hill  and  vale; 
And  sweetest  harpings  tell  the  story 
Of  the  love  that  could  not  fail ! 
Oh !  yes,  the  love  that  could  not  fail. 

8  Thou  shalt  range  the  fields  of  pleasure. 
Where  joy's  gushing  songs  arise; 
Thou  shait  have  all  thy  well-stored  treasure 
In  the  new  earth,  Paradise ! 
Yes,  in  the  new  earth  Paradise. 

4  Weary  pilgrim,  leave  thy  sadness. 
To  Mount  Zion  thou  art  come! 
Now  swell  thy  songs  of  joy  and  gladness. 
And  rejoice  in  thy  blest  home ! 
Thine  own,  and  Jesus'  heavenly  home. 


103. 


MJanesboi'o* 


C.  M. 


1  That  is  the  city  of  the  saints. 

Where  we  so  soon  shall  stand. 
When  v.e  shall  strike  these  desert  tents. 
And  quit  this  desert  sand. 

2  Fair  vision !  how  thy  distant  gleam 

Brightens  time's  saddest  hue ; 
Far  fairer  than  the  fairest  dream. 
And  yet  so  strangely  true ! 

3  Thy  light  makes  ev'n  the  darkest  page 

In  memory's  scroll  grow  fair; 
Blanching  the  lines  wiiich  tears  and  age 
Had  only  deepened  there. 

4  With  thee  in  view,  how  poor  appear 

The  world's  most  winning  smiles; 
Yaiu  is  the  tempter's  subtlest  snare. 
And  vain  hell's  varied  wiles. 

5  Then  welcome  toil,  and  care,  and  pain  I 

And  welcome  sorrow  too ! 

All  toil  is  rest,  all  grief  is  gain, 

With  such  a  prize  in  view. 

6  Come  crown  and  throne,  come  robe  and 

palm! 
Burst  forth  glad  streams  of  peace ! 
Come,  holy  city  of  the  Lamb ! 
Rise,  Sun  of  Righteousness  I 


103.         Brattle  Street, 


CM. 


1  How  oft  the  morn  has  cheated  us, 

As  with  unsleeping  eye 
We  lay  upon  our  silent  coucli, 
And  watched  the  changing  sky. 

2  'Tis  thus,  beguiled  with  fond  desire. 

And  sick  with  hope  deferred, 
The  watching  Church,  with  eager  ear. 
The  well-known  cry  has  heard  :— 

3  Age  after  age,  in  love  and  faith. 

She  has  with  longing  eye, 
Been  watching  every  streak  of  dawn 
In  yon  perplexing  sky. 

4  The  morn  shall  come;  nay,  He  himself, 

Brighter  than  morn's  best  ray. 
Shall  come  to  bid  the  night  depart, 
And  bring  at  last  the  day. 

5  'Twas  not  in  vain  she  kept  the  watch, 

When  all  around  her  slept; 
'Twas  not  in  vain  she  waited  thus, 
And  loved,  and  longed,  and  wept. 

6  It  dawns  at  last,  the  long-loved  mom. 

It  comes,  the  meeting-day. 
And  in  its  joys  shall  be  forgot 
The  sorrows  of  delay. 
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Prayer. 


107. 


^   0 1 


1.  Come,  Lord,  and    tar 


MERIDEN.   S.  M. 


S:dEi:E3^F3 


— -^ — =- 


Chas.  C.  Barker. 

Id: 


ry    not,       Bring  the    long    looked- for    day; 


2.  Come,     for    thy  saints  still  wait;       Dai-ly        as  -  cends  their  sigh; 


3.  Come,  for 


± 


^ 


3r; 


1.^ — *—0  J— ^ — « — J 1 


ere  -  a 


§^tii 


tion  groans, 

=d: 


Im 


pa-  tient 


-9    + 

H 


-^ 


m 


of       thy    stay ; 


^ 


=1^ 


1^- 


:d:- 


Lt-: 


ji-j 


^1=i=t 


Oh;  why  these  years  of   waiting  here, These  a  -    ges       of        de-lay? 
Thespir-  it     and    the  bride  say,come,Dost  thou  not     hear    the    cry? 


Worn  out  with  these  long  years  of    ill,  These  a    -    ges 


of       de-  lay. 


5 '  -^-fr — ' 1 -irzuMizzM. 

: i"-P=:>i  — t — >__t_^ 


r^EEfEE?" 


11 


4  Come,  for  thy  foes  are  strong; 

With  taunting  lips  they  say, 
"  Where  is  the  i^romised  advent  now. 
And  where  the  dreaded  day?  " 

5  Come,  for  the  good  are  few; 

Tliey  lift  the  voice  in  vain, 
Faith  waxes  fainter  on  the  earth, 
A.nd  love  is  on  the  wane. 

G  Come,  for  the  truth  is  weak, 
And  error  pours  abroad 
Its  subtle  poison  o'er  the  earth,— 
An  earth  that  hates  her  God. 


7  Come,  for  the  grave  is  full, 

Earth's  tombs  no  more  can  hold; 
The  sated  sepulchres  rebel, 
And  groans  the  heaving  mould. 

8  Come,  for  the  corn  is  ripe. 

Put  in  the  sickle  now, 
Reap  the  great  harvest  of  the  earth,- 
Sower  and  reaper  thou ! 

9  Come  and  make  all  things  new, 

Build  *ap  this  ruined  earth, 
Restore  our  faded  Paradise, 
Creation's  second  birth. 


Prayer. 
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108. 


BONAR'S  CHANT.   S.  M. 


Chas.  C.  Bakkee. 


_  4:_u-La-^=5 i r_b  ±.  b_ 


'^=^] 


1.  I     ask     a     per-  feet  creed; 

2.  Calm  faith  that  grasps  the  word 


Oh,  that      to        me    were  giv'n, 
Of  Him    who      can  -  not     lie ; 


— Kt— \ 


3.    The  one  whole  truth  I     seek, 


In    this    sad       age      of   strife; 


.=:t^-d 


1 — V K- 

H 1— 


'■i& 


--7- 


I 


sii^ 


:dr::r 


gr — 7~ 


I 


The  teaching  that  Jeads  none a-stray,  The  schol  -  ar  -  ship       ofheav'n. 
That  hears   a-  lone  the  voiced!- vine,Tho' crowds  are  stand-  ing    by. 


-^-K 


^ 


0 1   , 1— r--K 


Z3=^i: 


±^ 


^- 


The  truth  of   Him  who    is  the  Truth,And  in   whose  truth     is    life. 


4  Truth  which  contains  true  rest;  5  O  True  One,  give  me  truth! 

Which  is  the  grave  of  doubt ;  And  let  it  quench  in  me 

Which  ends  uncertainty  and  gloom,  The  thirst  of  this  long-craving  heart, 

And  casts  the  falsehood  out.  And  set  my  spirit  free. 
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Prayer. 


109. 


BRADEN.     S.  M. 


By  permission  of  BiOLOw  «&  Maiit,  successors  of  "Wm.  B.  BRADBtTKT. 

"Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


i 


s=? 


— N- 


=r*: 


-0i- 


li- 


i^tiSifE^zzirzz: 


SL 


1.  A     few  more   suns     shall     set     O'er  these  dark    nills      of    time; 

2.  A     few  more  storms  shall    beat     On  this   wild,  rock   -    y    shore; 


3.    A     few    more  strug  -  gles     here,    A     few    more    part  -  ings  o'er, 


9^^^ 
-^-I?-^-*- 


^T 


ZZX-Sr-O^'-^- 


—G- 


irEi; 


^^ 


And   we    shall  be  where  suns     are  not,    A       far       se  -  ren  -  er  clime. 
And   we    shall  be  where  tempests  cease,  And     sur-  ges    swell     no  more. 


— f-^-=gj— «-^-^ 


:3lrB: 


:N- 


^  •      .J  ^ 


A       few  more  toils,     a     few  more  tears,  And  we       sball  weep    no  more. 


^mmMi^^M^M 


s 


4  'Tis  but  a  little  while,  5  Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

And  He  shall  come  again,  My  soul  for  that  glad  day ; 

Who  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives,    O  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 
That  we  \vith  Him  may  reign.  And  take  my  sins  away. 


Prayer. 
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no. 


NOEL.   C.  M. 

Theme  from  S.  N.  Robbins.  Arr.  by  L.  Marshall.    By  permission. 


jtLV-^z^tJ.: 


■<5>- 


1.  Calm  me,     my    God,  and  keep  me  calm,\Vhile  these  hot  breezes  blow, 

2.  Calm  me,     my    God.  and  keep  me  calm,  Soft  resting   on    thy  breast, 

3.  Yes,  keep  me      calm,  tho'loud  and  rude  The  sounds  my  ears  that  greet, 


S^^ 


=P^ 


::pr 


Z±-J2=^ 


^r- 


SiS^i 


«> — #- 

I — t- 


:^ 


Be  like  the  night  dew's  cool-ing  balm  Up -on  earth 'sfe  -  veredbrow. 
Soothe  me  with  ho  -  ly  hymn  and  psalm,  And  bid  my    spir    -    it     rest. 


Soli,  '    I    r^i  1^     ^^    I    I    n      I  Tutti, 


Calm  in     theclos-et's    sol-1  -  tude,  Calmin    the    bust  -  ling  street. 


i^ 


--(5>- 


ipiltr 


^- 


— I- 


:i4: 


11 


4  Calm  in  the  hours  of  buoyant  health,      5  Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong, 
Calm  in  my  hours  of  pain,  Like  hira  who  bore  my  shame, 

Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wealth.  Calm  'mid  the  threatening,  taunting 

Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain.  throng. 

Who  hate  thy  holy  name. 
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Prayer. 


111. 

W.  B.  Bradbury. 


LET  ME  GO. 

By  permission  of  Biglow  &  Maix. 


1.  Let  me    go  where  saints  are  go  -  ing.  To   the   mansions       of       the 

2.  Let  me    go  where  none  are  wear- y,  Where  is  raised    no      note     of 


N     N 


-i 


0T- 


■*.- 


^—^ 


:id: 


~^i 


-  « .- 1 ^ 


3.    Let  me  go,  why  should  I     tar-  ry?  What  has  earth     to     bind    me 


m^'m^- 


-&  •  -tf-T     P 1» ^-T- 


V-. 


1 N- 


^9^ 9- 


-0^—O-,—0 


N-- 


X:- 


n: 


.0!: 0 


::j?r:^i=i 


Fine. 


1| 1 0 — "--^ — 

blest  ;Let  me  go  where  my   Re- deem- er  Has  prepared  his    people's  rest, 
woe;  Let  me  go   and  bathe  my  spir  -  it     In  the  rapture    an -gels  know. 


N     S     > 


J — I^. 


here  ?'\iTiat  but  cares, and  toils, and  soiTows?  What  but  death, andpain,and  fear? 
— , 0'—0     0' — 0 _-_ — ^^ 1 ^^ ^^-, ^ , 

i±z9y-  { — ^-v-F— ^^ — L^-t '- ---\ — b— ^:— ^-+^=1 


I  wouldgain  the  realms  of  brightness,  Where  they  dAvell  for  ev-  er-more; 
Let    me    go,   for    bliss    e  -  ter  -  nal  Lures  my  soul   a  -  way,  a  -  way, 


Let  me     go,    forhopesmostcherish'd, Blasted  round  me    oft -en  lie; 


mm 


-0-r0^ 


Prayer. 
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"Let  Me  Go."   Concluded. 


^^.^^-A 


Nx-fv 


gg^l^^ggg 


-•iT— ^iT 


:t{i 


^ 


I    would  join  the  lov'd  and  lost  ones,  O-  ver  on    the  oth-er  shore. 


::tz 


i 


And  the   victor's   song  trinmphant,Thrillsmyheart,I     can-not   stay. 
O!    I've  gathered  brightest  flow- ers,  But    to  see  them  fade  and  die. 


m-u^'- 


»^—0~r-0' 


SS?zzz^i±^ 


f^-^-=:t 


■4fT—0, 


^— s 


ipri 


i 


,  Chorus 


-9^-0- 


i^ i^T— ^V— ^ 


i:5T=t=:H''5=:fc: 


-^T—  a/ i^.—  J^  • 


Let  me    go,  'tis     Je  -  sus  calls  me.    Let  me  gain    the    realms    of 
Let  me    go,    'tis    Je  -  sus   calls  rae,  Let  me    gain  the  realms     of 


#•-#- 


iis-B-^.^ 


■»'- — tf- 


— N- 


-*T- 


^■^--r- 


-0^ 


-0^—0 — 


■=±=^^\ 


Fine. 


-T^T— ^- 


-N — ri  — 


_^_ 


-#- '  -(©' 


i?^ 


day;Bearmeo-  ver,    an -gel    piiiions,Longs  mysoul  to      be     a -way 


fcli:  i=t=:«:=iji:  -J^zz^iE^—?:  S-ZicE*-:^;  :i^. 


-  -^— *:;-#-i5;:^ — 0 — ^ — =l-i=f  — ?.^_Si_  J  15.  _  Jiz:J^_»_±_4 

day;Bearme  o  -  ver,  an-gel     pinlons,Longsmysoul  to      be      a -way 


0''-0 


^m^^ 


X-J^ \—.lf^ 


-0, 


|iz=:i?zz:^z=:Ji±2aj 
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Prayer, 


SHELTER.   L.  M. 


Geo.  E.  Lke. 


■^:^^fi=iiu. — g  I    h   J- 1 


1.  I        fly     to     Jesus  whose  I      am;  Receive   a  worn  and   weary  lamb; 

2.  Let    tliy3weetpatiencetamemyheart,Sopronetoactthe    wil-fulpart, 

almly-temper'd  zeal, 


3.    Kemove  each  self- ishtho't    I    feel.  And  give  a  calmly-temper'd  zeal, 


cp^;?: 


-^ 


s; 


:=2; 


Si 


Hide  me  with-in     thy  shelt'ring  fold,  And  give  me  love  that  grows  not  cold. 
Till  to  each  crossing  thing  I  say,  "Thy  will    be  done,"  be  what  it     may. 


s l-i 1 J « ^ -J 1- 

ThatwaitsonGod,andworks,ornot,The  same,  encour-aged,  or     for  -  got. 


§Lte 


-N — 


r:j 


t=3L 


-Jt. 


— ^zqiiiH^ 


i! 


4  Let  all  thy  pains,  thy  prayers,  thy  cries, 
r>e  set  before  my  tearful  eyes, 
Till  I  can  suffer  like  my  Lord, 
Nor  utter  a  complaining  word. 

6  And  when  thy  saints,  a  conquering  throng, 
Shall  come  with  crowns,  and  palms,  and  song, 
Then  I,  victorious  o'er  each  foe, 
A  life  of  sinless  peace  shall  know. 


Prayer. 
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113. 


ADMIRATION.   8s,  7s  &  4s. 

T-.  Makshali..    By  permission. 


Andante. 

4 


■  ^ ^--gy 


tEE?; 


pi;»- 


-Ch^- 


1— -L a-  '--^ — *- 


1.    Guide  me,    O    thou    great  Je  -  ho-vah, Pilgrim  thro' this  barren  land: 
Bread    of    hea- ven.  Bread  of  heaven.Feedme  till     I   want  no  more. 

ft 


-Td: 


~t- 


•€^ 


-&- 


|EE3:|aE3 


4fe 


Fine. 


2.    O    -  pen  now    the  crystal  fountain,  Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow, 
Strong De-liv'-  rer,Strong  Deliv'-rer,Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 


-ft-^ 


:^irp: 


t: 


-($' — # 


,s?z=^: 


.-pzifiittzztiilstzii 


q=:1- 


:!,!= 


=::|- 
=i^:: 


^n^ 


I.Sll?liiiife|^L?^3 


I      am  weak, but  thou  art  might-y,    Holdmewith  thy  pow'rful  hand. 


;:?EF-> 


=TTltZ=3: 


I-arl •^— J- 


s^— * 


Ml 


fe 


D.C. 


<$>- 


J  --^ — ^ — ;2 


:52=i: 


i=1: 


:^EjJt::.^!:z:^z 


-4- 


^--^-25^ *- 


im\] 


Let  the    fie  -  ry,  cloudy     pil  -  lar  Lead  me  all  my   Journey  through. 
UNISON. 


W^M 


.,-,^;^^.,_,. 


n 


^1?^:;^=^ 
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Prayer. 


114. 


REMEMBER  ME.* 


Arr.  by  Chas.  C.  Barker. 


m^f^ 


fc>r 


:&ini 


-p — 0- 


v-J— 


]— 1 K 1-1 — I 


-0T 


:s/ — __ 


1.  Come  take  a    walk    to    Cal  -    va  -  ry,  Cal-  va  -    ry,  Cal  -  va-ry, 

2.  Hark!hark!I     hear    hisbit    -  ter groan, Bit  -  ter  groan.bit-  tergroan, 


3.  When    I    was  down   in    E  -  gypt'sland,  E- gypt's  land,  E- gypt'sland, 


^1 


-V^ 


il3 


# 0 ^v 


And  see  the  man  who  died    for  me ;  Dear  Lord, remem  -  ber 
While  in    the  gar -den  all      a- lone;  Dear  Lord,  &c. 


me. 


xi7js::::|i=dz=::ii=.-:H_:zi= 

— 0^i. — I 1 1 — ^-J— # — 

•    -&    -^    -^    • 


a:;:id; 


I    heard  a  -  bout  the  promised  land ;  Dear  Lord,  &c 


— o. — # f 


^:Ji3:5 


-^ — ra/ 


=i: 
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Chorus  - 


for  -  get     m V     Lord  ? 

— T — I N -I — r 

t^ 1 ai #---  - 


How  can 


for  -  get    thee?  How    can 


I 


#r- 


-^ 

:^_: 


^- 
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for  -  get     my     Lord  ? 

N 1^ 


^---'K 


«  This  beautiful  melody  came  to  our  ears  by  the  sweet  voice  of  a  colored  sister, 
at  an  evening  meeting,  in  Julv,  1867  We  were  on  the  Enfield,  Ct.  camp  groujid. 
Those  who  were  present  will  never  forget  the  impression  it  made.  I  now  present 
It  with  an  original  harmony,  and  with  the  words  then  sung.—  C.  C.  B. 


Prayer. 
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"  Remember  Me."  Concluded. 


4  rt  was  so  dark  I  could  not  see,  &c. 
Till  Jesus broughtthelightto  me; 
Dear  Lord,  reniember  me.  —  Cho. 


5  Soon  God  will  say  the  work  is  done,  &c. 
And  give  the  kingdom  to  his  Son, 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me.  —  Cho. 


6  Soon  Christ  will  call  his  saints  to  7  The  time  the  wise  shall  understand,  &c. 

reign.  «S:c.  They  say  the  day  is  just  at  hand ; 

And  they  shall  shout  the  glad  amen ;  Dear  Lord,  remember  me.  —  Cho. 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me.  —  Cho. 


115. 


Sitoatn. 


C.  M. 


1  I  feel  the  breezes  as  they  blow, 

Fierce  on  this  mortal  shore, 
And  fear  that  death  is  coming  nigh 
To  enter  through  my  door.  " 

2  Pain,   sickness,  anguish,  mixed  with 

fear. 
Cause  me  to  seek  for  aid ; 
I  cry  to  heaven  —  the  answer  comes, 
••  My  child,  be  not  afraid ! "  6 

3  I  know  unless  the  Conqueror  comes, 

And  gives  eternal  life, 
A  few  short  years  and  I  must  fall 
In  this  sad  mortal  strife.  * 

i  I  feel  the  breezes  as  they  blow 
From  yon  celestial  hills, 


And  O,  the  healing  balm  they  bring 
My  soul  with  health  it  fills. 

All  pain  and  sickness  flee  away, 
And  there's  no  death  to  fear, 

I  know,  says  faith,  there's  perfect 
health 
And  lasting  pleasure  here. 

Bless'd are  the  souls  thatreaoh  this  land 
Where  sorrow  is  unknown  ; 

Peace  like  a  river  fills  the  earth, 
And  glory  from  the  throne. 

Come,  mortal,  with  me  to  that  land 

So  bright,  so  goodly,  fair ; 
Here  all  is  sadness,  care  and  toil, 

But  rest  and  joy  are  there. 
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Prayer. 


116. 

lias 


CYMBALL.   S.  M. 


ROSBIWI. 


4*= 


-<^T— 


1.    Help  me,    my  God,  to         speak  True  words    to     Thee  each       day; 


n!^::^ 


2.    Thy  words  are  true  to 


H   j-« <•?-» |i— 


me. 


Let  mine     to     Thee    be 


true; 


giiil 


t=:t 


-^ — ^ — 


-fi'i- 


±* 


^gs^^SS 


Real      let    my  voice  be     when     I  praise,  And  trustful  when  I     pray. 


^gl^g^P 


The  speech  of   my    whole  heart  and  soul.How  -  ev  -  er    low  and  few. 

, ^     ^^     #.     •- 


.— U- 


8  True  words  of  grief  for  sin, 
Of  longing  to  be  free, 
Of  groaning  for  deliverance 
And  likeness,  Lord,  to  Theo. 


4  True  words  of  faith  and  hope, 
Of  godly  joy  and  grief; 
Lord,  I  believe,  oh,  hear  my  cry, 
Help  Thou  mine  unbelief. 


Prayer. 
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iir. 


Oliristmas.  p.  29.  C.  M. 


•  Lord,  give  me  light  to  do  thy  work, 
For  only,  Lord,  from  Thee 
Can  come  the  light  by  which  these  eyes 
The  way  of  work  can  see. 

4  In  plainest  things  I  daily  err, 
When  walking  in  the  light 
The  wisdom  of  this  world  affords, 
However  fair  and  bright. 

8  The  way  is  narrow,  often  dark, 
With  lights  and  shadows  strewn; 
I  wander  oft,  and  think  it  Thine, 
When  walking  in  my  own. 

4  Oh  !  send  me  light  to  do  thy  work ! 

More  light,  more  wisdom,  give! 
Then  shall  I  work  thy  work  indeed, 
While  on  Thine  earth  I  live. 

5  So  shall  success  be  mine,  in  spite 

Of  feebleness  in  me; 
Beyond  all  disappointment,  then. 
And  failure  I  shall  be. 


118*         JfMiasionary  Chant*      L.  M. 

1  Spirit  of  everlasting  grace, 

Infinite  source  of  life,  come  down ; 
These  tombs  unlock,  these  dead  upraise, 
Thy  glorious  power  and  love  make  known. 

2  Breathe  o'er  this  valley  of  the  dead, 

Send  forth  thy  quickening  might  abroad, 
Till,  rising  from  their  tombs,  they  spread, 

In  full  array,— the  host  of  God. 
8  Thy  heritage  lies  desolate, 

And  all  tiiy  pleasant  places  mourn; 
O  look  upon  our  low  estate, 

In  loving  kindness,  Lord,  return. 

4  Now  let  thy  glory  be  revealed, 

Now  let  thy  presence  with  us  rest; 
O  heal  us,  and  we  shall  be  healed ! 
O  bless  us,  and  we  shall  be  blest ! 


119. 


Mjanesboro, 


CM. 


1  When  fainting  in  the  sultry  waste, 

And  parched  with  thirst  extreme. 
The  weary  pilgrim  longs  to  taste 
The  cool,  refreshing  stream. 

2  So  longs  the  weary,  fainting  mind. 

Oppressed  with  sins  and  woes. 
Some  soul-reviving  spring  to  find, 
Whence  heavenly  comfort  flows. 


8  O  may  I  thirst  for  thee,  my  God, 
With  ardent,  strong  desire; 
And  still,  through  all  this  desert  road, 
To  taste  thy  grace  aspire. 
4  Then  shall  my  prayer  to  thee  ascend, 
A  grateful  sacrifice ; 
My  mourning  voice  thou  wilt  attend. 
And  grant  me  full  supplies. 


130.  Chelm»fora.  CM. 

1  O,  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God; 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free; 
A  heart  that's  sprinkled  with  the  blood 
So  freely  shed  for  me : 

2  An  humble,  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean, 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  Him  who  dwells  within ; 

3  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed. 

And  filled  with  love  divine; 
Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good— 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine. 

4  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart ; 

Come  quickly  from  above ; 
Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart — 
Thy  new  best  name  of  love. 


lai.    O  ror  a  Closer  JW*alk,  C.  M, 

1  O,  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 

Though  pressed  by  many  a  foe ; 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  poverty  or  woe ; 

2  That  will  not  murmur  or  complain 

Beneath  the  chast'ning  rod; 
But  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain, 
Can  lean  upon  its  God ; 

3  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 

When  tempests  rage  without ; 
That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear. 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt ; 

4  That  bears  unmoved  the   world's   dread 

frown ; 
Nor  heeds  its  scornful  smile ; 
That  sin's  wild  ocean  cannot  drown, 
Nor  its  soft  arts  beguile ; 

5  A  faith  that  keeps  the  narrow  way, 

By  truth  restrained  and  led. 
And  with  a  pure  and  heavenly  ray, 
Lights  up  a  dying  bed. 

6  Lord,  give  me  such  a  faith  as  this. 

And  then,  whate'er  mav  come, 
I'll  taste  e'en  here  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 
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Prayer. 


122. 


Berrien, 


C.  M. 


1  Zeal  is  that  pure  and  heavenly  flame, 

The  fire  of  love  supplies; 
While  that  which  often  bears  the  name 
Is  self  in  a  disguise. 

2  True  zeal  is  merciful  and  mild, 

Can  pity  and  forbear ; 
The  false  is  headstrong,  fierce,  and  wild, 

And  breathes  revenge  and  war. 
8  Self  may  its  poor  reward  obtain. 

And  be  applauded  here; 
But  zeal  the  best  applause  will  gain, 

When  Jesus  shall  appear. 

4  O  Lord,  the  idol  self  dethrone, 
And  from  our  hearts  remove; 
And  let  no  zeal  by  us  be  shown 
But  that  which  springs  from  love. 


133.  Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer,  L.  M. 

1  Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 
That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 

And  bids  me  at  my  father's  Throne, 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known. 

2  In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief. 
My  heart  has  often  found  relief. 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare, 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

8  Sweet  hour  of  prayer !  sweet  hour  of  prayer ! 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  heart  to  bless. 

4  And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face. 
Believe  his  word,  and  trust  his  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  him  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


134. 


JfKisdol, 


L.  M. 


1  Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise, 

Through  all  the  millions  of  the  skies — 
That  song  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  the  earth  is  now  the  Lord's ! 

2  Let  thrones,  and  powers,  and  kingdoms  be 

Obedient,  mighty  God,  to  thee ! 
And  overland,  and  stream,  and  main, 
Now  wave  the  sceptre  of  thy  reign ! 

8  Oh  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell ; 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell — 
That  not  one  rebel  heart  remains. 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reigns. 


133. 


Come  attd  Reign* 


1  Come  and  reign — come  and  reign, 

Jesus,  on  thy  throne; 
And  oh !  it  fills  my  heart  with  joy 
To  know  we're  almost  home. 

2  Here  I  drop  the  falling  tear 

As  Pilgrim-like  I  roam. 
An  exile  from  my  Father's  house. 
But  soon  he'll  call  me  home. 

3  Here  amid  life's  changing  scenes 

My  cup  of  grief  runs  o'er; 
But  there  I'll  share  unmingled  bliss 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

4  Here  I  grieve  the  friends  I  love. 

And  they  in  turn  grieve  me; 
But,  O  my  Father,  grant  me  grace. 
That  I  may  not  grieve  thee. 

5  Here  disease  invades  our  frames. 

We  wither,  droop,  and  die ; 
But  there  eternal  youth  shall  bloom. 
And  bright  shall  beam  each  eye. 

6  Here  we  meet  and  part  again, 

As  'round  and  'round  we  roam ; 
But  there  we'll  meet  and  part  no  more, 
And  sweetly  rest  at  Home . 


133.    God  Speed  the  Vrtitlt.  8s  &  43. 

1  Now  to  heaven  our  prayers  ascending, 

God  speed  the  truth ! 
In  a  noble  cause  contending, 

God  speed  the  truth  ! 
Be  our  zeal  in  heaven  recorded. 
In  the  better  land  rewarded, 
God  speed  the  truth !  God  speed  the  truth ! 

2  Be  that  prayer  again  repeated, 

God.  speed  the  truth ! 
Ne'er  despairing,  ne'er  defeated, 

God  speed  the  truth ! 
With  the  good  in  sacred  story. 
We  shall  reign  in  fadeless  glory, 
God  speed  the  truth  !  God  speed  the  truth ! 

3  Patient,  firm,  and  persevering, 

God  speed  the  truth ! 
Ne'er  th'  event  nor  danger  fearing, 

God  speed  the  truth ! 
Pains,  nor  toils,  nor  trials  heeding. 
And  in  heaven's  own  time  succeeding, 
God  speed  the  truth !   God  speed  the  truth ! 

4  Still  our  onward  course  pursuing, 

God  speed  the  truth! 
Every  foe  at  length  subduing, 

God  speed  the  truth ! 
Truth,  thy  cause,  whate'er  delay  it, 
There's  no  power  on  earth  can  stay  it, 
God  speed  the  truth !  God  speed  the  truth  I 


Pray^er. 
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137.  Liord^M  Frayer,  C.  M. 

1  Our  Father  who  in  heaven  art, 

Hallowed  be  thy  name; 
Thy  kingdom  come,  Thy  will  be  done, 

In  heav'n  and  earth  the  same. 
Come  my  Saviour,  O  my  Saviour, 
Come  and  bless  thy  people  now; 
Wliile  at  thy  feet  we  humbly  bow, 
O  come  and  save  us  now. 
Then  will  we  sing  our  sufferings  o'er, 
And  praise  thee  evermore; 
Then  will  we  sing  our  suflPrings  o*er. 
And  praise  thee  evermore. 

2  Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread; 

Our  trespasses  forgive ; 
As  we  forgive  our  fellow-men, 
May  we  thy  grace  receive. 

Come,  my  Saviour,  &c. 

,  8  And  in  temptation  leave  us  not; 
From  evil  us  defend ; 
For  thine,  O  Lord,  the  kingdom  is. 
Forever,  without  end. 

Come,  my  Saviour,  &c. 

4  Thine  is  the  power,  O  Lord,  to  bring 

The  kingdom  down  to  men ; 
Thine  is  the  glory  evermore. 
And  kingdom  without  end. 
Come,  my  Saviour,  &c. 

5  In  that  glad  day  shall  all  thy  saints, 

A  joyful  tribute  bring. 
Of  praise  and  pow'r,  of  joy  and  song, 
To  their  exalted  king. 

Come,  my  Saviour,  &c. 

1^38.    Oh  !  Come  to  Reign !  P.  M. 

1  Mark  that  pilgrim  lowly  bending. 
At  the  shrine  of  prayer  ascending, 
Praise  and  sighs  together  blending 

From  his  lips  in  mournful  strain; 
Glowing  with  sincere  contrition. 
And  with  childlike,  blest  submission, 
Ever  riseth  this  petition : — 

"Jesus,  come— oh  come  to  reign." 

2  List  again; — the  low  earth  sigheth 
And  the  blood  of  martyrs  crieth 
From  its  bosom,  where  there  lieth 

Millions  upon  millions  slain : — 
"  Lord,  how  long,  ere  thy  word  given. 
All  the  wicked  shall  be  driven 
From  the  earth  by  bolts  of  heaven? 

Jesus,  come— oh  come  to  reign." 

3  Kingdoms  now  are  reeling,  falling. 
Nations  lie  in  woe  appalling. 

On  their  sages  vainly  calling 
All  these  wonders  to  explain ; 

While  the  slain  around  are  lying, 

God's  own  little  flock  are  sighing. 

And  in  secret  places  crying, 
"  Jesus,  come— oh  come  to  reign." 


4  Here  the  wicked  lived  securely. 
Of  to-morrow  boasting  surely. 

While  from  those  who're  walking  purely, 

They  extort  dishonest  gain ; 
Yea,  the  meek  are  burdened,  driven* 
Want  and  care  to  them  are  given. 
But  they  lift  the  cry  to  heaven, 

"  Jesus,  come— oh  come  to  reign," 

5  Christian,  cheer  thee — land  is  nearing, 
Still  be  hopeful — nothing  fearing; 
Soon,  in  majesty  appearing. 

You'll  behold  the  Lamb  once  slain; 
Oh  how  joyful  then  to  hear  him. 
While  all  nations  shall  revere  him, 
Saying  to  his  flock  who  fear  him, 

"  I  have  come — on  earth  to  reign." 

139.         Speed.  Ajwary, 

1  Speed  away,  speed  away. 

On  thine  errand  of  light. 
The  news  of  the  kingdom 

Being  almost  in  sight. 
It  quickens  our  hope, 

And  we  ardently  fjray — 
O  come,  blessed  Saviour, 

No  longer  delay. 
O,  roll  quickly  onward 

Ye  slow  hours  of  day, 
Cho. — Speed  away,  speed  away,  speed  av  hy. 

2  Speed  away,  speed  away, 

Ye  heralds  of  light; 
Go  forth  in  His  power, 

And  strength  of  his  might. 
O  tell  the  glad  tidings. 

To  all  his  dear  saints. 
That  Jesus  is  coming 

To  end  their  complaints. 
O  pray  for  his  kingdom. 

And  make  no  delay. 

3  Speed  away,  speed  away. 

Old  time,  on  thy  course; 
While  we  are  rejoicing, 

The  promise  rehearse ; 
For  great  are  the  blessings 

Which  we  shall  receive 
Of  glory  and  honor 

If  we  but  believe. 
Speed  ye  on,  then,  thou  sun. 

Stay  not  on  the  plain. 

4  Speed  away  then,  ye  saints. 

Speed  ye  on  in  your  flight. 
And  think  not  to  rest  on 

The  dark  plains  of  night- 
But  press  for  yon  glory 

That's  shining  for  thee. 
Where  Christ  is  inviting 

His  saints  to  be  free. 
Speed  away,  do  not  tarry. 

There's  death  if  ye  stay, 
Speed  away,  speed  away,  speed  away. 
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Praise. 


130. 


Bridscwaier. 


L.  M. 


1  Eternal  power !  whose  high  abode 

Becomes  the  grandeur  of  a  God; 
In  vain  the  tallest  angel  tries 
To  reach  the  height  with  wond'ring  eyes. 

2  Earth,  from  afar,  has  heard  thy  fame. 

And  worms  have  learn'd  to  lie^p  thy  name. 
But  oh,  the  glories  of  thy  mind 
Leave  all  our  soaring  thoughts  behind. 

3  God  is  in  heaven,  but  man  below: 

Be  short  our  tunes,  our  words  be  few: 
A  sacred  rev'rence  checks  our  songs. 
And  praise  sits  silent  ou  our  tongues. 


131. 


Tfxbridse* 


L.  M. 


1  When  will  the  happy  trump  proclaim 

The  judgment  of  the  martyr'd  Lamb? 
When  shall  the  captive  troops  be  free, 
And  keep  th'  eternal  jubilee? 

2  Hasten  it,  Lord,  in  ev'rv  land, — 

Send  thou  thine  angels,  and  command : 
"  Go  sound  deliv'rance — loudly  blow 
•*  Salvation  to  the  saints  below  I" 

8  We  long  to  have  the  day  appear, 
The  promised,  great  Sabbatic  year; 
When,  far  from  grief,  and  sin,  and  hell, 
Israel  in  ceaseless  peace  shall  dwell. 

4  Till  then,  we  will  not  let  thee  rest— 

Thou  still  Shalt  hear  our  strong  request ; 
And  this  our  daily  pray'r  shall  be. 
Lord,  sound  the  trump  of  jubilee. 


4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  ball. 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


133.  Forever  with  the  Liord,  S.  M.  D 

1  "  Forever  with  the  Lord!" 
Amen,  so  let  it  be; 

Life  for  the  dead  is  in  that  word, 

'Tis  immortality; 
Here  'neath  the  cross  I'm  bent, 
And  absent  from  him  roam; 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 

A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

2  My  Father's  house  on  high, 
Home  of  the  blest,  how  near 

At  times,  to  faith's  aspiring  eye, 
Thy  golden  gates  appear! 

Ah,  then  my  spirit  faints, 

To  reach  the  land  I  love; 

The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
The  city  from  above. 

3  Yet  doubts  still  intervene. 
And  all  my  comfort  tiies; 
Like  Noah's  dove,  I  fiit  between 

Rough  seas  and  stormy  skies. 
Anon  the  clouds  depart, 
The  winds  and  waters  cease; 
While  sweetly  o'er  mygladden'd  heart 

Expands  the  bow  of  peace. 


133. 


Cttrottaliou. 


CM. 


1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall. 
Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

8  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall : 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


134. 

1 


Mjahau, 


S.  M. 


I  love  thy  church,  O  God! 

Her  walls  before  thee  stand, 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye. 

And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

2  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall ; 

For  her  my  prayers  ascen-l ;  _ 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given. 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

3  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  liearenly  ways. 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows. 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

4  Jesus,  thou  Friend  divine, 

Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 
Thy  hand  from  every  snare  and  foe 
Shall  great  deliv'rance  bring. 


Praise. 


7L 


135.  Shirtattd.  9.  M. 

1  Behold  the  morning  sun 

Begins  his  glorious  way; 
His  beams  thro'  all  the  nations  run, 
And  life  and  light  convey. 

2  But  where  the  gospel  comes, 

It  spreads  diviner  light,       _ 
It  calls  dead  sinners  from  their  to»D3, 
And  gives  the  blind  their  sight. 
8  How  perfect  is  thy  word ! 
And  an  thy  judgments  just ! 
Forever  sure  thy  promise,  Lord, 
And  we  securely  trust. 
4  Our  gracious  God,  how  plain 
Are  thy  directions  giv'n !     _ 
Oh !  may  we  never  read  in  vain, 
But  find  the  path  to  heav'u. 


136. 


St*  Vitotnasn 


S.M. 


1  With  willing  hearts  we  tread 

The  path  the  Saviour  trod ; 
We  love  th' example  of  our  Head, 
The  glorious  Lamb  of  God. 

2  On  thee,  on  thee  alone, 

Our  hope  and  faith  rely, 
O  thou  who  didst  for  sin  atone, 
Who  didst  for  sinners  die! 

3  We  trust  thy  sacrifice : 

To  thy  dear  cross  we  flee ; 
O,  may  we  die  to  sin,  and  rise 
To  life  and  bliss  in  thee ! 


13S. 


Jfterihahm 


C.  P.  M. 


137. 


Ueou* 


C.  P.  M. 


1  How  happy  are  the  little  flock, 

Who,  safe  beneath  their  guardian  KocK, 

In  all  commotions  rest ; 
When  war's  and  tumult's  waves  run  high, 
Unmoved  above  the  storm  they  lie, 

And  lodge  in  Jesus'  breast. 

2  Such  happiness,  O  Lord,  have  we. 
By  mercy  gathered  into  thee 

Before  the  floods  descend ; 
And  while  the  bursting  cloud  comes  down, 
We  mark  the  vengeful  day  begun, 

And  calmly  wait  the  eud. 

3  The  plague,  the  dearth,  and  din  of  war, 
Our  Saviour's  swift  approach  declare. 

And  bid  our  hearts  arise ; 
Earth's  basis  shook  confirms  our  hope; 
Its  cities'  fall  but  lifts  us  up 

To  meet  thee  in  the  skies. 


\  O,  could  we  speak  the  matchless  worth, 
O,  could  we  sound  the  glories  forth. 

Which  in  our  Saviour  shine ! 
We'd  soa'  and  touch  the  heav'nly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel,  while  he  sings. 
In  notes  almost  divine.    In  notes,  &c. 
2  We'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  he  wears. 

Exalted  on  his  throne ; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise. 
We  would  to  everlasting  days, 
Make  all  his  gloi-ies  known.    Make,  &c. 

8  O,  the  delightful  day  will  come. 
When  Christ  our  Lord  will  bring  us  home, 

And  we  shall  see  his  face!  . 

Then,  with  our  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  we'll  spend,  _        ,      ^  . 

Triumphant  in  his  grace.  Triumphant  &c 


139. 


lUinoit* 


8s  &  78. 


1  What  a  friend  we  have  in  Jesus, 

All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear; 
What  a  privilege  to  carry 

Every  thing  to  God  in  prayer. 
O,  what  peace  we  often  forfeit, 

O  what  needless  pains  we  bear, 
All  because  we  do  not  carry 

Every  thing  to  God  in  prayer. 

2  Have  we  trials  and  temptations  ? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 
We  should  never  be  discouraged. 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful, 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness. 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

3  Are  we  weak  and  heavy  laden. 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care  ? 
Precious  Saviour,  still  our  refuge! 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
In  his  arms  he'll  take  and  shield  thee, 

Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 


7Q 


Praise. 


140. 


Sicily* 


8s  &  7s. 


1  Praise  to  him,  by  whose  kind  favor, 
Heav'nly  truth  has  reached  our  ears! 
May  its  sweet,  reviving  savor 
Fill  our  hearts  and  calm  our  fears. 


2  Truth !  how  sacred  is  the  treasure ! 
Teach  us,  Lord,  its  worth  to  know; 
Vain  the  hope,  and  short  the  pleasure, 
Which  from  other  sources  flow. 


S  What  of  truth  we  have  been  hearing, 
Fix,  O  God,  in  ev'ry  heart; 
In  the  day  of  thy  appearing 
May  we  share  thy  people's  part. 


141.       lM*ortht/  ia  the  Tsanth* 

1  Worthy,  worthy  is  the  Lamb, 
Worthy,  worthy  is  the  Lamb, 
Worthy,  worthy  is  the  Lamb 

That  was  slain. 

Cho. — Glory,  hallelujah, 

Praise  him,  hallelujah, 
Glory,  hallelujah 
To  the  Lamb. 

2  Sons  of  morning,  sing  his  praise, 
In  the  noblest  strains  you  raise, 
Man's  redemption  claims  your  lays. 

Praise  the  Lamb.— Cho. 

8  See,  in  sad  Gethsemane, 
See,  on  tragic  Calvary, 
Sinner,  see  his  love  to  thee, 

Praise  the  Lamb.— Cho. 


4  Penitents,  dry  up  your  tears, 
God  hath  heard  believing  prayers, 
He  forgives  you  when  he  hears 
His  dear  Lamb.— Cho. 


5  Thus  may  we  each  moment  feel. 
Love  him,  serve  him,  praise  him  still. 
Till  wo  all  on  Zion's  hill 

See  the  Lamb.— Cho. 


143. 


Harwell,       8s,  7s,  &  78. 


1  Hark !  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices 

Sound  the  notes  of  praise  above! 
Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoices: 

Jesus  reigns  the  Lord  of  love: 
See,  he  sits  on  yonder  throne; 
Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 
Hallelujah,  hallelujah,  hallelujah,  amen. 

2  Jesus,  hail!  whose  glory  brightens 

All  above  and  gives  it  worth; 
Lord  of  life,  thy  smile  enlightens 

Cheers  and  charms  thy  saints  on  earth; 
When  we  think  of  love  like  thine. 
Lord,  we  own  it  love  divine. 

Hallelujah,  &c. 

3  King  of  glory,  reign  forever, 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown; 
Nothing  from  thy  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  thou  shalt  call  thine  own; 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace. 
Destined  to  behold  thy  face. 

Hallelujah,  &c. 

4  Saviour,  hasten  thine  appearing; 

Bring,  O  bring  the  glorious  day, 
When,"the  awful  summons  hearing. 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away; 
Then  with  golden  harps  we'll  sing, 
"  Glory,  glory  to  our  KLing." 

Hallelujah,  &c. 


143. 


Oi'ioHville* 


C.  M 


1  Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned 

Upon  the  Saviour's  brow ; 
His  head  with  radiant  glories  crown'd, 
His  lips  with  grace  o'erflow. 

2  No  mortal  can  with  him  compare 

Among  the  sons  of  men ; 
Fairer  is  he  than  all  the  fair 
Who  fill  the  heavenly  train. 

3  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress. 

And  flew  to  my  relief; 
For  me  he  bore  the  shameful  cross. 
And  carried  all  my  grief. 

4  Since  from  his  bounty  I  receive 

Such  proofs  of  love  divine; 
Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give. 
Lord,  they  should  all  be  thine. 


Praise. 


73 


144.  l^ood»tock,  L.  M. 

1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 

On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died. 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast. 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  Lord, 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 

I  sacpifice  them  to  his  blood. 
8  See  from  his  head — his  hands — his  feet. 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down! 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 

Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown? 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing — so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul — my  life — my  all. 


143.  •^inboy,  7s. 

1  To  the  name  of  God  on  high, 

God  of  might  and  majesty, 
God  of  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea. 
Blessing,  praise,  and  glory  be. 

2  To  the  name  of  Christ  the  Lord, 

Son  of  God,  incarnate  Word, 
Christ  for  whom  all  things  were  made. 

Be  an  endless  honor  paid. 
j»  To  the  Holy  Spirit  be 

Equal  praise  eternally. 
With  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

One  in  name,  in  glory  one. 
4  Glorious  is  our  God  the  Lord, 

Praises,  then,  with  one  accord 
To  his  holy  name  be  given. 

By  the  sons  of  eartu  and  heaven. 


148. 


•^nverum 


L.  M. 


1  Praises  to  Him  who  built  the  hills; 

Praises  to  him  the  streams  who  fills; 
Praises  to  him  who  lights  each  star 
That  sparkles  in  the  blue  afar. 

2  Praises  to  Him  whose  love  has  given. 

In  Christ  his  Son,  the  Life  of  heaven; 
Who  for  our  darkness  gives  us  light. 
And  turns  to  day  our  deepest  night. 

8  Praises  to  Him,  in  grace  who  came. 
To  bear  our  woe,  and  sin,  and  shame; 
Who  lived  to  die,  who  died  to  rise. 
The  God-accepted  sacrifice. 


4  Praises  to  Him  the  chain  who  broke, 

Opened  the  prison,  burst  the  yoke. 
Sent  forth  its  captives,  glad  and  free, 
Heirs  of  an  endless  liberty. 

5  Praises  to  Him  who  sheds  abroad 

Within  our  hearts  the  love  of  God; 
The  Spirit  of  all  truth  and  peace, 
Fountain  of  joy  and  holiness  I 


I4r. 


Uaud  of  MSestt 


CM. 


1  All  that  I  was — my  sin,  my  guilt, 

My  death,  was  all  my  own; 
All  that  I  am,  I  owe  to  thee. 
My  gracious  God  alone. 

2  The  evil  of  my  former  state 

Was  mine  and  only  mine; 
The  good  in  which  I  now  rejoice 
Is  thine  and  only  tU'ne. 

3  The  darkness  of  my  former  state. 

The  bondage,  all  was  mine; 
The  light  of  life  in  which  I  walk. 
The  liberty  is  thine. 

4  Thy  grace  first  made  me  feel  my  sin, 

It  taught  me  to  believe ; 
Then,  in  believing,  peace  I  found. 
And  now  I  live,  I  live. 

5  All  that  I  am,  even  liere  on  earth. 

All  that  I  hope  to  be, 
When  Jesus  comes  and  glory  dawns, 
I  owe  it,  Lord,  to  thee. 


148.      jniasioitary  Htftuiu      L.  M. 

1  Nature,  with  all  her  powers,  shall  sing 

Her  great  Creator  and  her  King; 
Nor  air,  nor  earth,  nor  skies,  nor  seas. 
Deny  the  tribute  of  their  praise. 

2  Ye  seraphs,  who  sit  near  his  throne. 

Begin  to  make  his  glories  known ; 
Tune  high  your  harps.and  spread  the  sound 
Throughout  creation's  utmost  bound. 

3  O,  may  our  ardent  zeal  employ 

Our  loftiest  thoughts  and  loudest  songs! 
Let  there  be  sung,  with  warmest  joy, 
Hosanna  from  ten  thousand  tongues. 

4  Yet,  mighty  God,  our  feeble  frame 

Attempts  in  vain  to  reach  thy  name; 
The  highest  notes  that  angels  raise 
Fall  far  below  thy  glorious  praise. 


V4 


C  ons  e  cration. 


149. 


8s  &  7s. 


Jesus  my  Trust. 


1  Jesus,  thou  art  still  my  Saviour; 

I  will  trust  thee  day  by  day : 
It  shall  be  my  great  endeavor 

E'er  to  walk  in  thine  own  way ; 
Though  the  path  may  all  be  darkness. 

And  the  way  seem  lone  and  drear, 
Still  in  Thee  is  joy  and  gladness, 

I  will  neither  doubt  nor  fear. 

2  Still  my  aim  shall  be  to  serve  thee, 

I  my  cross  for  thee  will  bear, 
Thou  hast  promised  to  be  with  me, 

Thou  wilt  every  burden  share. 
Soon  earth's  trials  will  be  over, 

Soon  the  day  of  rest  will  come; 
Then  I  hope  to  dwell  forever 

In  a  happy,  peaceful  home. 
8  Yes.  behold!  the  light  is  dawning; 

Soon  the  clouds  will  pass  away; 
Joyfully  I  hail  the  morning 

Of  that  bright,  eternal  day. 
Then  around  the  throne  in  glory, 

Everlasting  praise  I'll  sing; 
Thanks  to  him  who  gave  the  vict'ry, 

Glory  to  my  God  and  King. 


150.  JVorthfield.  C.  M. 

"Hinder  me  not." 

1  In  all  my  Lord's  appointed  ways 

My  journey  I'll  pursue; 
"Hinder  me  not."  ye  much-loved  saints. 
For  I  must  go  with  you. 

2  Through  floods,  and  flames,  if  Jesus  lead, 

I'll  follow  where  he  goes ; 
"  Hinder  me  not,"  shall  be  my  cry, 
Though  earth  and  hell  oppose. 
8  Through  duties,  and  through  trials,  too, 
I'll  go  at  his  command ; 
*'  Hinder  me  not,"  for  I  am  bound 
To  my  Immanuel's  land. 


151. 


Brattle  St.     C.  M.  Double. 


1  I  want  a  principle  within. 

Of  jealous,  godly  fear; 
A  sensibility  to  sin, 

A  pain  to  feel  it  near. 
I  want  the  first  approach  to  feel 

Of  pride,  or  fond  desire ; 
To  catch  the  wandering  of  my  will, 

And  quench  the  kindling  t>«-^ 


2  From  thee,  that  I  no  more  may  part, 

No  more  thy  goodness  grieve, 
The  filial  awe,  the  fleshly  heart. 

The  tender  conscience  give. 
Quick  as  the  apple  of  the  eye, 

O  God,  my  conscience  make; 
Awake,  my  soul,  when  sin  is  nigh. 

And  keep  it  still  awake. 

3  If  to  the  right  or  left  I  stray, 

That  moment.  Lord,  reprove; 
And  let  me  grieve  my  life  away. 

For  having  grieved  thy  love. 
O !  may  the  least  omission  pain 

My  well-instructed  soul. 
And  drive  me  to  the  blood  again. 

Which  makes  the  wounded  whoJ.« 


153. 


Fenitence* 


7,  6.  &  S« 


Vain,  delusive  world,  adieu. 
With  all  of  creature  good; 
Only  Jesus  I  pursue. 

Who  bought  me  with  his  blood! 
All  thy  pleasures  I  forego, 
I  trample  on  thy  wealth  and  pride. 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know. 
And  Jesus  crucified. 


2  Other  knowledge  I  disdain, 

'Tis  all  but  vanity; 
Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God,  was  slain. 

He  tasted  death  for  me ! 
Me  to  save  from  guilt  and  woe, 

The  sin-atoning  victim  died. 


3  Him  to  know  is  life  and  peace, 

And  pleasure  without  end; 
This  is  all  my  happiness. 

On  Jesus  to  depend ; 
Daily  in  his  grace  to  grow. 

And  ever  in  his  faith  abide. 

4  Oh !  that  I  could  all  invite 

This  saving  truth  to  prove: 
Show  the  length,  and  breadth,  and  hight. 

And  depth  of  Jesus'  love. 
Fain  I  would  to  sinners  show 

"The  precious  blood  by  faith  applied. 


Consecration. 
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153. 


Bope* 


1  Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be ! 
Lead  me  by  thine  own  hand, 
Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

2  I  dare  not  choose  my  lot : 

I  would  not  if  I  might ; 
Choose  thou  for  me,  my  God, 
So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

8  The  kingdom  that  I  seek 
Is  thine;  so  let  the  way 
That  leads  to  it  be  thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 

4  Choose  thou  for  me  my  friends, 
My  sickness  or  my  health ; 
Choose  thou  my  cares  for  me, 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 

6  Not  mine,  nor  mine  the  choice, 
In  things  or  great  or  small ; 
Be  thou  my  guide,  my  strength, 
My  wisdom  and  my  all. 


134. 


3£erid.eii.  p.  56,  S.  M. 


1  Not  to  ourselves  again. 

Not  to  the  flesh  we  live ; 
Not  to  the  world  henceforth  shall  we 
Our  strength,  our  being  give. 

2  The  time  past  of  our  lives, 

Sufficeth  to  have  wrought 
The  fleshly  will,  which  only  ill 
Has  to  us  ever  brought. 

8  No  longer  is  our  life 

A  thing  unused  or  vain ; 
To  us,  even  here,  to  live  is  Christ, 
For  us  to  die  is  gain. 

4  "When  he  who  is  our  life 

Appears,  to  take  the  throne. 
We  too  shall  be  revealed,  and  shine 
In  glory  like  His  own. 

6  Shine  as  the  sun  shall  we 

In  the  bright  kingdom  then; 
Our  sky  without  a  cloud  or  mist. 
Ourselves  without  a  stain. 

6  Like  Him  we  then  shall  be 
Transformed  and  glorified ; 
For  we  shall  see  Him  as  he  is, 
And  in  his  light  abide. 


133. 


OtioHviUe* 


CM 


1  To  have,  each  day,  the  thing  I  wish, 

Lord,  that  seems  best  to  me ; 

But  not  to  have  the  thing  I  wish. 

Lord,  that  seems  best  to  thee. 

2  'Tis  hard  to  say  without  a  sigh, 

Lord,  let  thy  will  be  done ; 
'Tis  hard  to  say.  My  will  is  thine. 

And  thine  is  mine  alone. 
8  Most  truly  then  thy  will  is  done, 

When  mine,  O  Lord,  is  crossed ; 
'Tis  good  to  see  my  plans  o'erthrown, 

My  ways  in  thine  all  lost. 

4  Whate'er  thy  purpose  be,  O  Lord, 

In  things  or  great,  or  small, 

Let  each  minutest  part  be  done, 

That  thou  may'st  still  be  all. 

5  In  all  the  little  things  of  life. 

Thyself,  Lord,  may  I  see ; 
In  little,  and  in  great  alike, 
Reveal  thy  love  to  me. 

6  So  shall  my  undivided  life 

To  thee,  my  God,  be  given ; 
And  all  this  earthly  course  below 
Be  one  dear  path  to  heaven. 


15G. 


MfeuMis* 


S.  M. 


1  Thou  must  deny  thyself. 

And  take  up  now  thy  cross; 
Choosing  the  narrow  gate  and  way. 
Counting  all  gain  but  loss. 

2  Watch  and  be  sober  still, 

Ye  who  have  known  the  way; 
Not  sons  of  midnight  or  of  gloom, 
But  of  the  light  and  day. 

8  No  truce  with  vanity, 

Or  this  world's  idle  show; 
Lust  of  the  flesh  and  eye,  or  pride 
Of  life  thou  must  not  know. 

4  Dead  to  the  world  then  be. 

In  gayety  and  pride; 
To  its  vain  pomp  and  beauty  be 
For  ever  crucified ! 

5  Him  whom  ye  love  it  smote, — 

The  Christ  that  died  for  you ; 
Love  not  the  world  that  hated  Him, 
The  world  thy  Lord  that  slew. 

6  Bright  is  the  world  to  come. 

It  will  you  well  repay; 
So  shall  ye  be  true  sons  of  God, 
And  children  of  the  day. 


"^6  Consecration. 


ISr.  p.  M.  lOs,  lla, 

1  O  tell  me  no  more  of  this  world's  vain  store, 

The  time  for  such  trifles  with  me  now  is  o'er; 
A  country  I've  found,  where  true  joys  abound. 

To  dwell  I'm  determined  on  that  happy  ground. 

2  The  souls  that  believe,  in  paradise  live, 

And  me  in  that  number  will  Jesus  receive; 
My  soul,  don't  delay— lie  calls  thee  away, 
Rise,  follow  thy  Saviour,  and  bless  the  glad  day. 

8  No  mortal  doth  know  what  he  can  bestow. 

What  light,  strength,  and  comfort— go  after  him,  go; 
Lo,  onward  I  move  to  a  city  above, 
None  guesses  how  wondrous  ray  journey  will  prove. 

4  Great  spoils  I  shall  win,  from  death,  hell,  and  sin, 
'Midst  outward  afflictions  shall  feel  Christ  within ; 
And  when  I'm  to  rise,  receive  me,  I'll  cry. 
For  Jesus  hath  loved  me,  I  cannot  tell  why. 

6  But  this  I  do  find,  we  two  are  so  joined, 

He'll  not  live  in  glory  and  leave  me  behind: 
So  this  is  the  race  I'm  running,  through  grace, 
Henceforth— till  admitted  to  see  my  Lord's  face. 

6  And  now  I'm  in  care  my  neighbors  may  share 

These  blessings:  to  seek  them  will  none  of  you  daref 
In  bmidage,  O  why,  and  death  will  you  lie. 
When  one  here  assures  you  free  grace  is  so  nigh  f 


158.  lls&lOs. 

1  To  Thee,  to  Thee  alone.  Lord,  would  I  hearken, 

In  this  strange  age  of  crude  philosophy. 
The  skies  are  clouding,  and  the  shadows  darken; 
It  is  not  night,  and  yet  it  is  not  day. 

2  They  boast  that  all  the  wisdom  is  with  them; 

They  are  the  thinkers,  we  the  credulous; 
They  have  the  mind,  and  can  think  out  all  truth; 
We  dream  and  dote  upon  the  fabulous. 

8  God's  revelation  is  a  word  of  hate; 

It  speaks  of  fetters  to  the  human  mind. 
It  says.  Believe  because  thy  God  hath  spoken ;  - 
And  thus  in  chains  the  intellect  would  bind. 

4  Think  on,  think  on,  then;  but  the  day  draws  nigh 
Which  shall  put  all  your  vanities  to  shame; 
Think  on,  but  know,  that  there  is  one  who  will  • 
To  think,  as  well  as  you,  put  in  His  claim. 

6  His  thoughts  are  not  as  yours,  nor  are  his  ways 

As  your  ways,— dubious,  changeful,  dark,  unsure; 
His  are  the  thoughts,  eternal,  inhnite; 
Thoughts  like  Himself,  unchanging,  true,  and  pure. 

6  For  this  is  life  eternal.  Him  to  know. 

And  Jesus  Christ  His  Son  whom  He  hath  sent; 
And  this  is  light,  to  walk  in  His  dear  love. 
Light  brighter  than  the  noon-bright  firmament. 


Experience. 


77 


159. 

„  u  Allegretto. 


MORNINGTON.   S.  M. 


LOBD  MOEiaNQTOIf. 


1.  Far  down  the      a    -    ges     now,  Her        jour- ney    well  nigh  done, 

2.  The    sto  -  ry      of       the    past  Comes      up      be  -  fore  her     view ; 


I  iiil— g:zi:iz:L-^i:z:r:JE:^E-^3i=izi:i3 
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3.    'Tis     the  same  sto  -   ry      still,     Of          sin  and  wea  -  ri  -    ness, 


li 
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The      pilgrim  Church  pursties  her  way,  In     haste    to  reach  the  crown. 
How    well   it  seems  to   suit  her  still;  Old,    and     yet  ev  -  er   new. 
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Of   grace  and  love  still  flow- ingdown,To      par -don  and    to   bless. 
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4  No  wider  is  the  gate, 
No  broader  is  the  way, 
No  smoother  is  the  ancient  path, 
That  leads  to  light  and  day. 

6  No  lighter  is  the  load, 

Beneath  whose  weight  we  cry, 
No  tamer  grows  the  rebel  flesh, 
Nor  less  our  enemy. 


6  No  sweeter  is  the  cup, 

Nor  less  our  lot  of  ill ; 
'Twas  tribulation  ages  since, 
'Tls  tribulation  still. 

7  'Tis  the  old  sorrow  still, 

The  briar  and  the  thorn ; 
And  'tis  the  same  old  solace  yet, 
The  hope  of  coming  morn. 
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160. 


ONLY  WAITING. 
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1.  On  -  ly     waiting    till    tlie  dawning     Is      a       lit-  tie  brighter  grown, 

2.  On  -  ly     waiting    till    the    an -gels   Op -en     wide  the  mys-tic  gate, 


3.    On  -  ly    waiting    till    the    dawning  Is 


a      lit  -  tie  brighter  grown, 
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On  -  Iv       waiting     till  the  shadows     Of  the  world's  dark  night  are  flown; 
At  whose    por-tals      I  have  lingered    Wear- y,    poor,  and  des  -o-late. 
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On  -   ly       waiting    till    the  shadows    Of  the  world's  dark  night  are  flown. 
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Till    the  shadows   all    are    fad  -  ed  From  the  earth  once  full   of     day, 
Ev  -en  now     I    hear  their  footsteps  And  their  voic- es    far     a  -  way; 


I  have  watch'd  thro' tears  and  darkness  For  the    blessed  light    to    rise. 
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Experience. 
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"Only  Waiting."   Concluded. 
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Till    the  morn    a-  gain     is    breaking  Thro'  tlie  twilight    soft  and  gray. 
If    they  call     me,  I      amwait-ing,  On-ly    wait-ing     to     o  -  bey. 


/^      /T\ 


Wait   I     now  the  sweet- voic'dsummons,  As    its    glo-  ry     fills  the  skies. 
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161. 


Faints  of  T*ictory» 


1  I've  seen  pome  way-worn  travelers, 

For  t\^  cnty  years  or  more, 
Who  left  this  world  their  Lord  to  see. 

And  gain  bright  Canaan's  shore. 
I've  marked  them  scattered  far  and 
wide  — 

An  humble,  praying  flock ; 
They  seem'd  above  the  world  and  pride, 

To  stand  on  Christ,  the  rock. 
Palms  of  victory  —  crowns  of  glory — 

Palms  of  vlctoi-y  they  shall  wear. 

2  I  met  them  in  the  tented  grove — 

Oh !  happy  were  those  hours ; 
Their  hearts  pulsatingwith  God'slove, 

Beneath  the  shady  bowers. 
I  saw  them  when  the  time  passed  by — 

Faith  held  them  'mid  the  shock ; 
Their  strength  was  in  their  Lord  ou 
high  — 

They  stood  upon  the  rock. 

8  I've  watched  them  now  o'er  twenty 
years ; 
Hard  trials  some  have  bore, 


I've  heard  them  weep,  and  seen  their 
tears, 

As  sorrow's  cup  ran  o'er. 
'Twas  Time  that  severed  many  a  tie. 

Time  made  proud  scoffers  mock, 
And  Time  now  shows  deliverance  near 

To  those  on  Christ,  the  rock. 

4  Good  Daniel  cried,  How  long,  O  Lord, 

Ere  all  these  wonders  end? 
The  answer's  written  in  God's  word: 

*'  The  wise  shall  understand." 
That  sacred  promise  God  will  keep, 

And  all  the  saints  will  raise;     [sleep, 
The  trump  of  God  shall  break  their 

At  the  ending  of  the  days. 

5  Then,  clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 

All  palms  of  victory  bear; 
And  crowns  of  glory,  dazzling  bright. 

The  bride  of  Christ  shall  wear. 
Longas  thethroneof  Christshall  stand, 

Redeemed  from  sin  and  paii», 
Inheritors  of  Canaan's  land, 

With  the  Messiah  reign. 
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163. 


CHERISHED  HOPES. 


ChAS.   C.  bAfCKEB. 
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1.  One    by    one    the  hopes  we  cherish'd.Tn     the  hap  -  py  long    a  -  go, 

2.  One    by    one  they  have    de-part-ed,Thosewelov'd  in  oth-er  years, 
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3,    But  we  have    a    hope  im  -  mor-  tal,One  that  will  not,  can  -  not  die. 
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Like     a  brightday-dreamhaveperish'd.Fromourpathwayhere  be  -  low. 
'Till        a  -    lone  and    broken  -  hearted,  We  have  nothing  left     but  tears; 


liite  throne  on  high. 
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That  when    Je  -  sus  comes  to   rescue.From  the  great,  white  throne  on  high. 
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One  by  one  their  lights  grow  dimmer  As  thestarsat  break  of  day, 
One  by  one  they  fad -ed  from   us,Like  the  flow'rs  at  autumn  time, 
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One    by  one,  they  all  will  meet  us, Meet    to  part    a  -  gain  no  more, 
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"Cherished  Hopes."   Concluded. 
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'Till   the    gen- tie,  gold  -  en    glimmer    Of    the  last  hope  died     a  -way. 
'Till  the  last  bright  bud  of     promise  Withered   ere    it  reach'd  its  prime. 
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And  with  loud  Ho-  san  -  nas  greet  us,    On    the    ev  -   er  -  last  -  ing  shore. 
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163.  "We're   Tenting  to-niglit:. 

1  We  are  tenting  to-night  on  the  old  camp-ground, 

Singing  our  hymns  of  cheer ; 
And  waiting  ones  are  gath'ring  'round, 
And  friends  we  love  so  dear. 

Chorus.  —  Many  dear  saints  are  weary  to-night, 

As  round  the  earth  they  roam; 
Many  are  the  hearts  looking  for  the  right. 

Wishing  the  Lord  to  come. 
Tenting  to-night,  tenting  to-night  — 

Tenting  on  the  camp-meeting  ground; 
Tenting  to-night,  tenting  to-night  — 

Tenting  on  the  camp-meeting  ground. 

2  We're  thinking  to-night  of  the  white-robed  band, 

Who'll  meet  Him  in  the  sky ; 
And  live  and  reign  in  the  better  land, — 
'Tis  coming  by  and  by. 

3  Shout!  brothers,  shout  on  the  old  camp-ground, 

Press  toward  the  Eden  bowers; 
Soon  with  the  Lamb  on  the  sea  of  glass, 
Victory  will  be  ours. 

4  W^e'll  fight  for  our  King  on  the  old  camp-ground, 

Rally,  brothers,  and  pray; 
The  pure  in  heart  will  have  the  crown, 

And  reign  in  endless  day. 
6  We're  tenting  to-night  on  the  old  camp-ground, 

Singing  our  hymns  of  cheer; 
And  waiting  ones  are. gath'ring  'round, 

And  friends  we  love  so  dear. 
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164. 


DEW  DROP.     C.  M. 
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1.  Oppress'd  with  noon-day's  scorching  heat,  To  yon-  der  cross       I       flee; 
9 
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2.  Beneath  that  cross  clear  waters  burst,  A    fountain   sparkling,  free; 
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Be  -  neath  its      shel  -  ter  take  my     seat,    No  shade  like  this  for  me. 
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And    there  I    quench  my  des-  ert  thirst,  No  spring  like  this  for  me ! 
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3  A  stranger  here,  I  pitch  my  tent  4  For  burdened  ones  a  resting-place, 

Beneath  this  spreading  tree ;  Beside  that  cross  I  see ; 

Here  shall  my  pilgrim  life  be  spent ;  Here  1  cast  off  my  weariness ; 

No  home  like  this  for  me !  No  rest  lilce  thLs  for  me ' 


Experience.  83 


lOJ.  tM^re  we  almost  there?  P.  M. 

1  "  Are  we  almost  there?  are  we  almost  there?" 

Says  the  weary  saint,  as  he  sighs  for  home; 
"  Are  those  the  verdant  trees  that  rear 
Their  stately  forms  'mid  heaven's  bright  dome?*' 

2  Then  he  talks  of  the  flowers,  the  unsullied  stream 

That  flows  through  the  paradise  of  God ; 
And  he  longs  to  wake  from  life's  troubled  dream 
To  walk  those  golden  streets  abroad. 

8  His  eye  is  fixed  on  the  world  to  come. 

He  walks  by  faith  through  this  vale  of  care, 
And  oft  inquires,  as  he  draws  near  home, 
With  anxious  heart,  "  Are  we  almost  there?" 

4  They  bid  him  look  at  the  charms  of  earth. 

At  the  boasted  trophies  man  doth  rear, 
To  enter  the  giddy  halls  of  mirth— 
But  ah !  how  vain  do  they  all  appear ! 

5  For  he's  had  an  earnest  of  those  joys 

Which  the  righteous  alone  can  ever  share; 
He  turns  with  contempt  from  these  earthly  toys, 
And  fervently  asks — "  Are  we  almost  there  ?" 

%  He  is  waiting  to  hear  the  trumpet  sound, 
And  to  meet  his  Saviour  in  the  air; 
The  day-star  dawns — soon  with  joyous  bound. 
He  can  say  indeed—"  We  are  almost  there!  " 


136*  J  long  to  be  there*  lis. 

1  In  the  midst  of  temptation,  and  sorrow,  and  strife, 

And  evils  unnumbered,  of  this  bitter  life, 
I  look  to  a  blessed  earth,  free  from  all  care; 
The  kingdom  of  Jesus,  and  long  to  be  there. 

2  When  poverty  presses,  and  foes  do  surround. 

And  clouds  of  thick  darkness  do  hover  around. 
The  pathway  to  glory  which  Christ  did  prepare, 
I  look  for  his  coming,  and  long  to  be  there. 

8  When  the  wicked  are  scoflSng,— because  I  believe 
The  Saviour  is  coming,  my  pains  to  relieve, — 
I  weep  for  their  folly,  and  bow  in  deep  prayer. 
For  Christ's  coming  kingdom,  and  long  to  be  there. 

4  I  long  to  be  there!  and  the  thought  that  'tig  near 
Makes  me  almost  impatient  for  Christ  to  appear. 
And  fit  up  that  dwelling  of  glories  so  rare, 
The  earth  rob'd  in  beauty,  I  long  to  be  there  I 
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Experience. 


ler.  Irr.  M. 

1  One  sweetly  solemn  thought. 

Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o  er — 
I'm  nearer  my  home  to-day, 
Than  I  ever  have  been  before. 

2  Nearer  my  Father's  house, 

Where  the  many  mansions  be ; 
Nearer  the  great  white  throne; 
Nearer  the  crystal  sea; — 

8  Nearer  the  bound  of  life, 

Where  we  lay  our  burdens  down; 
Nearer  leaving  the  cross ; 
Nearer  gaiuiug  the  crown. 


138. 


L.  M. 


Jfligdoh 

Hiding  Place. 

1  Hail,  sov'reign  love,  that  first  began 
The  scheme  to  rescue  fallen  man  ! 
Hail,  matchless,  free,  eternal  grace, 
That  gave  my  soul  a  hiding  place. 

2  Against  the  God  that  rules  the  sky, 
I  fought  with  hands  uplifted  high; 
Despised  the  offers  of  his  grace. 
Too  proud  to  seek  a  hiding  place. 

8  Enwrapped  in  dark,  Egyptian  night, 
And  fond  of  darkness  more  than  light. 
Madly  I  ran  the  sinful  race, 
Secure  without  a  hiding  place. 

4  But  thus  the  eternal  counsel  ran: 

"  Almighty  love !  arrest  the  man :" 
I  felt  the  arrows  of  distress. 
And  found  1  had  no  hiding  place. 

5  Vindictive  justice  stood  in  view; 
To  Sinai's  tiery  mount  I  flew; 

But  justice  cried  with  frowning  face; 
•'  This  mountain  is  no  hiding  place." 

6  But  lo!  a  heavenly  voice  I  heard — 
And  mercy's  angel  soon  appear'd; 
Who  led  me  on  a  pleasing  pace, 
To  Jesus  Christ,  my  hiding  place. 


169. 


Fot'tusal, 


L.  M. 


1  Lord,  how  secure  and  blest  are  they 

Who  feel  the  joys  of  pardoned  sin : 
Tho'  storms  of  wrath  shake  earth  and  sea, 
Their  minds  have  holy  peace  within. 

2  The  day  glides  swiftly  o'er  their  heads, 

Made  up  of  innocence  and  love; 
And  soft  and  silent  as  the  shades, 
Their  nightly  minutes  gently  move. 


3  Quick  as  their  tho'f  s,  their  joys  come  on, 

But  fly  not  half  so  swift  away; 
Their  souls  are  ever  bright  as  noon, 
And  calm  as  summer  evenings  be. 

4  They  scorn  to  seek  for  golden  toys, 

But  spend  the  day,  and  share  the  night 
In  numbering  o'er  the  richer  joys 
That  God  prepares  for  their  delight. 


iro. 


Brids^veater. 


L.  M. 


1  Great  God,  attend  while  Zion  sings 
The  joy  that  from  thy  presence  springs; 
To  spend  one  day  with  thee  on  earth, 
Exceeds  a  thousand  days  of  mirth. 

2  Might  I  enjoy  the  meanest  place 
Within  thy  house,  O  God  of  grace. 
Not  tents  of  ease,  nor  thrones  of  power. 
Should  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  thy  door. 

3  God  is  our  sun— he  makes  our  day; 
God  is  our  shield — be  guards  our  way 
From  all  th'  assaults  of  hell  and  sin; 
From  foes  without  and  foes  within. 

4  All  needful  grace  will  God  bestow, 
And  crown  that  grace  with  glory,  too; 
He  gives  us  all  things,  and  withholds 
No  real  good  from  upright  souls. 


IM.    The  Shining  Shore.    Ss  &  Ts. 

1  My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by. 

And  I,  a  pilgrim  stranger, 
Would  not  detain  them  as  they  fly, 
Those  hours  of  toil  and  danger. 

For  oh!  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand, 
And  soon  we'll  all  pass  over, 

And  just  before  the  shining  shore 
We  may  almost  discover. 

2  We'll  gird  our  loins,  my  brethren  dear. 

Our  distant  home  discerning; 
Our  absent  Lord  has  left  us  word.  — 
Let  every  lamp  be  burniug. 

3  Should  coming  days  be  cold  and  dark, 

We  need  not  cease  our  singing; 

That  perfect  rest  nought  can  molest, 

Where  golden  harps  are  ringing, 

4  Let  sorrow's  rudest  tempest  blow, 

Each  cord  on  earth  to  sever. 
Our  King  says,  Come,  and  there's  our  home, 
Forever,  oh !  forever. 


Experience. 


85 


13'3.    Here  is  no  Rest.  10s,  6s  &  Ts. 

1  Here  o'er  the  earth,  as  a  stranger  I  roam, 

Here  is  no  rest,  here  is  no  rest; 
Here  as  a  pilgrim,  I  wander  alone,' 

Yet  I  am  blest,  I  am  blest; 
For  I  look  forward  to  that  glorious  day, 
When  sin  and  sorrow  shall  vanish  away; 
My  heart  doth  leap  while  I  hear  Jesus  say. 

There,  there  is  rest,  there  is  rest. 

2  Here  fierce  temptations  beset  me  around, 

Here  is  no  rest,  liere  is  no  rest ; 
Here  I  am  griev'd  while  my  foes  me  sur- 
round. 

Yet  I  am  blest,  I  am  blest; 
Let  them  revile  me,  and  scoff  at  my  name. 
Laugh  at  ray  weeping,  endeavor  to  shame, 
I  will  go  forward,  for  this  is  my  theme, 

There,  there  is  rest,  there  is  rest. 

8  Here  are  afflictions  and  trials  severe; 
Here  is  no  rest,  here  is  no  rest ; 
Here  I  must  part  with  the  friends  I  hold 
dear, 
Yet  I  am  blest,  I  am  blest ; 
Sweet  is  the  promise  I  read  in  his  word. 
Blessed  are  they  who  have  died  in  the  Lord. 
They  shall  be  called  to  receive  their  reward, 
There,  there  is  rest,  there  is  rest. 

(  This  world  of  cares  is  a  wilderness  state. 
Here  is  no  rest,  hero  is  no  rest; 
Here  I  must  bear  from  the  world  all  its 
hate. 
Yet  I  am  blest,  I  am  blest; 
Soon  shall  I  be  from  the  wicked  released. 
Soon  shall  the  weary  forever  be  blest. 
Soon  shall  I  lean  upon  Jesus 's breast. 
There,  there  is  rest,  there  is  rest. 


1 73.       JT'Mt  a  Traveller,       7s  &  4s. 

1  I'm  a  lonely  trav'ler  here. 

Weary,  opprest. 
But  mj^  journey's  end  is  near. 

Soon  I  shall  rest. 
Dark  and  dreary  is  the  way, 

Toiling  1  ve  come; 
Ask  me  not  with  you  to  stay, 

Yonder's  my  home. 

2  I'm  a  weary  trav'ler  here, 

I  must  go  on ; 
For  my  journey's  end  is  near — 

I  must  be  gone. 
Brighter  joys  than  earth  can  give, 

"Win  me  away; 
Pleasures  that  forever  live — 

I  oannot  stay. 


3  I'm  a  trav'ler  to  a  land 

Where  all  is  fair ; 
Where  is  seen  no  broken  band — 

All,  all  are  there ; 
Where  no  tear  shall  ever  fall, 

Nor  heart  be  sad ; 
Where  the  glory  is  for  all, 

And  all  are  glad. 

4  I'm  a  trav'ler,  and  I  go 

Where  all  is  fair; 
Farewell  all  I've  loved  below — 

I  must  be  there. 
Worldly  honors,  hopes,  and  gain. 

All  I  resign ; 
Welcome  sorrow,  grief,  and  pain. 

If  heav'n  be  mine. 


ir4. 


Experience, 


8,  5,  7,  4. 


1  I  have  sought  round  the  verdant  earth 

For  unfading  joy ; 
I  have  tried  every  source  of  mirth. 

But  all,  all  will  cloy ; 
Lord,  bestow  on  me 
Grace  to  set  the  spirit  free, 
Thine  the  praise  shall  be. 
Mine,  mine  the  joy. 

2  I  have  wandered  in  mazes  dark, 

Of  doubt  and  distress ; 
I  have  not  had  a  kindling  spark. 

My  spirit  to  bless ; 
Cheerless  unbelief 
Filled  my  laboring  soul  with  grief; 
What  shall  give  relief  ? 

What  shall  give  peace? 

3  I  then  turned  to  thy  Gospel,  Lord, 

From  folly  away; 
I  then  trusted  thy  holy  word. 

That  taught  me  to  pray ; 
Here  I  found  release. 
Weary  spirit  here  found  rest, 
Hope  of  endless  bliss, 
Eternal  day. 

4  I  will  praise  now  my  heav'nly  King, 

I'll  praise  and  adore  : 
The  heart's  richest  tribute  bring 

To  thee,  God  §f  power; 
In  my  home  from  above. 
Saved  by  thy  redeeming  love. 
Loud  the  strains  shall  move, 
Forevermore. 
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irs. 


Ooxad.,    p.  9.       CM. 


1  A  little  flock !  so  calls  He  thee, 

Who  bought  thee  with  his  blood; 
A  little  flock— disowned  of  men, 
But  owned  and  loved  of  God. 

2  A  little  flock!  so  calls  He  thee; 

Church  of  the  first-born,  hear! 
Be  not  ashamed  to  own  the  name ; 
It  is  no  name  of  fear. 
8  Not  many  rich  or  noble  called, 
Not  many  great  or  wise ; 
They  whom  God  makes  his  kings  and 
priests, 
Are  poor  in  human  eyes. 

4  But  the  chief  Shepherd  comes  at  length, 
Her  feeble  days  are  o'er; 
No  more  a  handful  in  the  earth, 
A  little  flock  no  more. 
6  No  more  a  lily  among  thorns, 
Weary,  and  faint,  and  few; 
But  countless  as  the  stars  of  heaven, 
Or  as  the  early  dew. 
6  Then  entering  the  eternal  halls, 
In  robes  of  victory, 
That  mighty  multitude  shall  keep 
The  joyous  jubilee. 


176. 


Brattle  Street. 


C.  M. 


irr. 


CM. 


1  God's  hand,  that  saves,  is  kind,  but  rough 

His  merhods  just,  but  rude, 
Frail,  shrinking  nature  cries  "  Enough," 
Yet  proves  the  Lord  is  good. 

2  The  chiseled  stone,  had  it  a  voice, 

Would  cry,  "  You  hurt  me  sore;" 
The  sculptor  seeks  its  perfectness, 
And  trims  it  more  and  more, — 

3  Until,  by  dint  of  strokes  and  blows. 

The  shapeless  mass  appears, 
Symmetric,  fair,  and  beautiful, 
"To  stand  a  thousand  years. 

4  The  beaten  sheaves  all  threshed  and  torn 

And  trampled  under  feet. 
Yield  forth,  when  tribulation's  o'er, 
Their  grains  of  golden  wheat. 

5  Out  of  the  crushed  and  mangled  grapes, 

Comes  forth  the  sparkling  wine; 
If  God  but  still  my  portion  is 
Be  such  experience  mine. 

6  Kept  while  the  furnace  heated  white 

Shall  purge  the  di'oss  away : — 
Thy  judgments,  Lord,  are  true  and  right, 
And  brighter  every  day. 


1  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say. 

Come  unto  me  and  rest ; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast. 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  1  was, 

AYeary,  and  worn,  and  sad, 
I  found  in  him  a  resting-place. 

And  He  has  made  me  glad. 

2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say. 

Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water,— thirsty  one 

Stoop  dOAvn,  and  drink,  and  live. 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived, 

And  now  I  live  in  Him. 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

I  am  this  dark  world's  light ; 
Look  unto  me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  h?.  bjight. 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and!  found 

In  Him,  my  Star,  my  Sun ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk. 

Till  travelling  days  are  done. 


irs. 


C  M. 


1  Thou  boundless  Source  of  every  good, 

Our  best  desires  fulfil. 
We  would  adore  thy  wondrous  grace, 
And  mark  thy  sovereign  will. 

2  In  all  thy  mercies  may  our  souls 

Thy  bounteous  goodness  see; 
Nor  let  the  gifts  thy  hand  imparts 
Estrange  our  hearts  from  thee. 

3  Teach  us,  in  time  of  deep  distress. 

To  own  thy  hand,  O  God, 
And  in  submissive  silence  learn 
The  lessons  of  thy  rod! 

4  In  every  changing  scene  of  life, 

Whate'er  that  scene  may  be, 
Give  us  a  meek  and  humble  mind, 
A  mind  at  peace  with  thee. 

5  Do  thou  direct  our  steps  aright; 

Help  us  thy  name  to  fear; 
And  give  us  grace  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  strength  to  persevere. 


FelloTTsliip. 
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1^9.  -itmeg,  L,  M. 

1  Blest  are  the  merciful,  who  pro  re 
By  acts,  their  sympathy  and  love; 

^  From  Christ,  the  Lord,  shall  they  obtain 
Like  sympathy  and  love  again. 

2  Blest  are  the  pure,  whose  hearts  are  clean 
From  the  defiling  power  of  sin ; 

With  endless  pleasure  they  shall  see 

A  God  of  spotless  purity. 
S  Blest  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life, 

Who  quench  the  coals  of  growing  strife; 

They  shall  be  called  the  heirs  of  bliss, 

The  sons  of  God,  the  God  of  peace. 
4  Blest  are  the  sufferers,  who  partake 

Of  pain  and  shame  for  Jesus'  sake; 

Their  souls  shall  triumph  in  the  Lord, 

Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward. 


ISO. 


Unity, 


63  &  5s. 


1  When  shall  we  meet  again  ? 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever? 
When  will  peace  wreathe  her  chain 

Round  us  forever? 
Our  hearts  will  ne'er  repose, 
Safe  from  each  blast  that  blows. 
In  this  dark  vale  of  woes, 

Never,  no,  never! 

2  Home  to  the  new  earth  bright. 

Take  us,  dear  Saviour; 
May  we  all  there  unite, 

Happy  forever ! 
Where  kindred  spirits  dwell. 
There  may  our  music  swell. 
And  time  our  joys  dispel 

Never, — no,  never! 

3  Soon  shall  we  meet  again, 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever; 
Soon  shall  peace  wreathe  her  chain 

Round  us  forever ; 
Our  hearts  will  then  repose 
Secure  from  fears  or  woes ; 
Our  songs  of  praise  shall  close 

Never, — no,  never! 


181. 


Mtuhe  Street. 


L.  M. 


1  My  Christian  friends  in  bonds  of  love, 
Whose  hearts  the  sweetest  union  prove; 
Your  friendship's  like  the  strongest  band 
Yet  we  must  take  the  parting  hand. 

2  Your  presence  sweet,  our  union  dear. 
What  joys  we  feel  together  here ! 
And  when  I  see  that  we  must  part. 
You  draw  like  cords  around  my  heart. 

3  How  sweet  the  hours  have  passed  away, 
Since  we  have  met  to  sing  and  pray ; 


How  loath  are  we  to  leave  the  place 
Where  Jesus  shows  his  smiling  face. 

4  O  could  I  stay  with  friends  so  kind, 
How  would  it  cheer  my  fainting  mind! 
But  pilgrims  in  a  foreign  land. 

We  oft  must  take  the  parting  hand. 

5  My  Christian  friends,  both  old  and  young 
I  trust  you  will  in  Christ  go  on ; 

Press  on,  and  soon  you'll  win  the  prize— 
A  crown  of  glory  greet  thine  eyes. 

6  A  few  more  days,  or  years  at  most. 
And  we  shall  reach  fair  Canaan's  coast. 
When  in  that  holy,  happv  land. 
We'll  take  no  more  the  parting  hand. 

7  O  blessed  daj^!  O  glorious  hope! 
My  soul  rejoices  at  the  thought, 
AVhen  in  that  holy,  happy  land, 
We'll  take  no  more  the  parting  hand. 


1S3. 


L.  M. 


1  How  blest  the  sacred  tie,  that  binds 
In  sweet  communion  kindre  1  minds ! 
How  swift  the  heavenly  course  they  run, 
Whose  hearts,  whose  faith,  whose  hopes 

are  one! 

2  To  each,  the  soul  of  each  how  dear! 
What  tender  love:— what  holy  fear! 
How  does  the  generous  flame  within 
Refine  from  earth— and  cleanse  from  sin ! 

3  Their  streaming  eyes  together  flow 
For  human  guilt,  and  human  woe: 
Their  ardent  prayers  together  rise. 
Like  mingling  flames  in  sacrifice. 

4  With  eager  step  they  seek  the  place 
Where  God  reveals  his  glorious  face; 
Join  with  one  heart  in  songs  of  praise, 
And  thankful  hymns  together  raise. 


1S3. 


Z^ard, 


L.  M. 


1  'Tis  thus  they  press  the  hand  and  part. 

Thus  have  they  bid  farewell  again ; 
Yet  still  they  commune,  heart  with  heart, 
Linked  by  a  never-broken  chain. 

2  Yet  shall  they  meet  again  in  peace. 

To  sing  the  songs  of  festal  joy. 
Where  none  shall  bid  their  gladness  cease, 
And  none  their  fellowship  destroy. 

3  Where  none  shall  beckon  them  away, 

Nor  bid  their  festival  be  done; 
There  meeting-time  the  eternal  day. 
Their  meeting-place  the  eternal  throne. 

4  There,  hand  in  hand,  firm  linked  at  last. 

And,  heart  to  heart,  enfolded  all, 

They'll  smile  upon  the  troubled  past, 

And  wonder  why  they  wept  at  all. 
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Exliortation. 


184.  BRETHREN,  WHILE  WE  SOJOURN   HERE. 

By  permission  of  GOULD  &  FISCHEB,  923  Chest.  St.,  Phil.  Pa. 

Wm.  G.  Fiscuer. 


=4: 


-^ir 


V-J- 


T=1: 


.^•_- 


1.  Brethren,    while  we     sojourn  here,  Fight  we  must,but  should  not  fear; 

2.  In       the    way,     a     thousand  snares  Lie     to    take  us     un  -   a- wares; 


•H IW Ky 1 \ 1 r ■ Nr f 

.J 1 — ^ ^-4-^ 1 — ^- — ^ ■ '■ — ^ 

*z=rS=^zz=iHzizz:izz:elilii=i5zz:p!— :1 


T    H 


tzzl^t^ 


3.    But      of     all     the  foes    we    meet,  None  so      oft  mislead    our  feet, 


iii; 


5ztE 


tE 


'^^- 


—\/- 


—  i 1 — 


-iiiiT 


Foes     we     have,   butwe've      a  Friend;  One  that  loves  us      to    the    end; 
Sa  -  tan,    with     ma  -  li  -  cious  art,  Watch-es  each    unguard-ed  heart. 


.izr. 


:T: 


Npr     be-  tray       us     in    -   to 


sin,  Like    the  foes  that  dwell  with- in: 

^ I : 


Forward,     then,  with  courage       go;  Long    we     shall    not  dwell  be  -  low; 
But    from     Sa  -  tans  malice      free,  Saints  shall  soon      in     glo-  ry     be:  ' 


N- 

1 ^^ 

r 1 — 

^N    J  -• 
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-    — 1 
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, 

1       •^^  ■ 
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^       ^* 

Yet      let    noth  -  ing  spoil  your  peace, Christ  shall  al    -   so    conquer  these ; 


9^ 
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Exh-ortation. 
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"Brethren,  while  we  Sojourn  here."   Concluded. 


ilV-— *— ~ 


:Nt 


-- 1- 


._^- 


V— J 


^ — ^: 


Soon    the      joy  -  ful  news  will  come/ Child,'your  Fathsrcalls,'Come  home/ 
Soon   the      joy  -  ful  news  will  come,'  Child,'your  Father  calls/Come  home. 


K- 


t.^l 


I    I        — 1         ^-r^ — -^ — -r 


\  ^  'I 

Soon     the      joy-   ful  news  will  come, 'Child,' your  Father  calls/Come  home.' 


i9=E 


— #- 


$E: 


^ZT7i— IV 


|i[:-^=g4ip 


^^p- 


ziz^jrzr 


'Come  home,come  home,'  Thy  Father  calls, 'Come  home, 

come  home,come  home!'  comehome,come 


"Come  home!" 


"Come  home  !^ 


"  Come  home !  "     "  Come 


-H- 


:i=ziz:z^ziiid 


* — ^  + 


-0 0 — #-^ 

"  Come  home,  come  home,  Thy  Fath-ercalls,"Come home,         come 

come  home,comehome,'"  come  home,eome 


m^ 


n?v 


W-  V- 


:x:: 


3=$e3e:: 


:e^ 


::t 


^ 9—-^— It. 


^ZJi-Zji—zM- 


-0 


=1: 


^^] 


home,come  home, come  home,come  home ! ' '  Thy  Father  calls,  "  Com^e  home ! " 
home,  come    home!"  Thy    Father     calls  " Come  home ! " 


-— h\-4: 


fT\ 


->.-J. 


"r=c=r 


honie,comehome,comehome,come  home!  "Thy  Father  calls, "  Come  home!" 


C\!^— # 0 0- 
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Exh.ortatioii. 


185. 


LET  IT  PASS. 


By  permission.    From  Philip  Phillips'  "  Musical  Leaves." 

S.  J.  Vail. 
CHORUS. 


Vi=rzz=ii:i=z:?5=: 


1.  Be     not    swift     to    take     of- fence;  Let 

2.  Strife  cor  -  rodes    the  pur  -  est    mind ;  Let 


it 
it 


^ 


■0- 


pass.  Let 
pass,  Let 


x_^. 


-\r— 


it     pass, 
it     pass. 


t?z^ 


CHO. 


Brood  not     dark-  Iv     o'er    a  wrong  Whicli  will  dis- ap-pear     ere     long, 
All      the     vul   -gar  souls  that  live  May  condemn  without     re-prieve; 


m 


—\/- 


>-T— V 


-N 


— J=:] 


r: ^_i_^ 


Rath  -  er 
'Tis        the 


sing 
no 


this 
ble 


cheer    -  y        song.  Let 
who        for  -  give ;  Let 


it 
it 


pass, 
pass. 


~^- 
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"Let  it  Pass."   Concluded. 


Chorus. 


g^^aE^EELl^gE^^z^EjHl^^Eg^ 


fe- 


Mer-rl  -  ly,  cheer -i  -  ly  sing  this  song ;  Mer  -  rl  -  ly,  cheer- i    -    ly 
^     ^     4t.     f.     f.     -^       S      N     J      f-     ^     f-     f-     f"      f- 


; \/--yl~ 


l.U. 


-T— N 


N N- 


-h'^.-h^ 


"iz * i_i-r -Tzz — ^ — 5-i-i> 


sing     this  song,  Bet  -  ter         to  be  wrong'  d  than  wrong ;  Let 


m 


rii- 


rrti 


>  V 


J^ 


-T=U: 


:=5==^7+-»- 


IZItlll 


:=:2^ 


3  Echo  not  an  angry  word ; 
Let  it  pass,  let  it  pass. 
Think  how  often  you  have  erred ; 

Let  it  pass. 
Since  our  joys  must  pass  away 
Like  the  dew-di-ops  and  the  spray, 
Wherefore  should  our  sorrows  stay? 
Let  it  pass. 


4  If  for  good  you've  taken  ill ; 

Let  it  pass,  let  it  pass. 

O  be  kind  and  gentle  still ; 

Let  it  pass. 
Time  at  last  makes  all  things  straight; 
Let  us  not  resent,  but  wait, 
And  our  triumph  shall  be  great ; 
Let  it  pass. 


186. 


Richtaud* 


lis. 


1  Daughter  of  Zion,  awake  from  thy  sadness! 

Awake !  for  thy  foes  shall  oppress  thee  no  more ; 
Bright  o'er  thy  hills  dawns  the  day-star  of  gladness, 
Arise !  for  the  night  of  thy  sorrow  is  o'er. 
Daughter  of  Zion,  &c. 

2  Strong  were  thy  foes,  but  the  arm  that  subdued  them, 

And  scattered  their  legions,  was  mightier  far; 
They  fled  like  the  chaff  from  the  scourge  that  pursued  them; 
Vain  were  their  steeds  and  their  chariots  of  war. 
Daughter  of  Zion,  &c. 

8  Daughter  of  Zion !  the  pow'r  that  hath  saved  thee, 
Extolled  with  the  harp  and  the  timbrel  should  be; 
Shout!  for  the  foe  is  destroyed  that  enslaved  thee, 
Th'  oppressor  is  vanquished,  and  Ziou  is  free. 
Daughter  of  Zion,  &c. 
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Exliortation. 


isr. 


WATCH.   78. 


6.  E.  Lee. 


=zz=tS=t:=t;=-r_z:f: 


3?^iS 


-* ($»--  - 


1.    Watchful,  prayerful  let     us      be,     'Till  our  Mas-ter    we    shall     see; 


^r— * 


;^i^=s^ 


-F^l- 


MS^^ 


2.    Wondrous  love !  O      Joy    to      tell       Of     the  one     I      love      so     well; 


B:r±if!zzf 


{ — >- 


-g——^ 


'z?-: 


^7\ 


/r\ 


rw^ 


-7—\ '-^-^ 


iJEEc 
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He  who  died  that  we  might  live,     He  who  doth  our  sins     for  -    give. 


Tell     to     all,  both  far  and     near,  That  my  Lord  will  soon     ap  -   pear. 


-3z. 


/^ 


S' — ^ 


3  Crowns  of  glory  shall  adorn 

All  the  saints  on  that  blest  mom, 
When  our  great  and  glorious  King 
Shall  to  us  salvation  bring. 

4  He  who  came  and  died  for  men, 
Soon  will  come  to  earth  again ; 
Yes,  the  same  who  went  away 
Will  return  at  judgment  day. 


5  Then  we'll  shout  and  sing  for  joy. 
For  there's  nought  that  can  destroy; 
Nothing  either  to  molest 

In  the  land  of  peaceful  rest. 

6  So  may  we  all  watch  and  pray, 
And  the  great  commands  obey, 
That  the  Lord,  when  he  shall  come, 
Will  to  us  proclaim, "  Well  done." 


1S§. 


Exliortation. 
JESUS  COMES  AGAIN. 
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^-4--**— #- 


Geo.  E.  Lee. 


i    J^^^^^'.y^     patient,  wallmg  ones,Hearthetrumpet'sblast;Yes,methinks'tl3 

2.  Hark ! as       in    ere  -  ation's  clay.  Sweet  me]odioussounds,Brightseraphic 

3.  Let    lis     join  the    cho-ral  stram,SweUtheglorioussong;Lo,  our  Kinghas 


-9 O * 


^\hat    a    peal    of   gladsome  joy    From  the  bursting  tomb;  All  thesleeping 
Swell,  O  swell  redemption  s  song,  Lo,  our  God  has  come;  .Tu  -  bUant  and 


LJIZ 


CHORUS. 


-^  -  - 


Je  -  sus  comes,Lo.he  comes  atlast.Je-sus  comes  a  -  gain,  With  his  angel  band, 
sons    of  God,  Joyous  shout  around.  Je-sus  comes,  &c. 
come   to  reign,  Shout,ye  ransom'd  throng.  Jesus  comes,  &c. 


9- 


saints  come  forth,In  immortal  bloom.  Je- sus  comes  a- gain,  With  his  angel  band 
t^ar-  less  now,  Safe,  O  safe  at  home.  Je-  sus  comes,  &c.  &  > 

.?i=ip:r2i:xzz=ZT:z=i: 


V — B? 


-0—0^-  - 


Now      he     comes     on  earth  to  reign.  And  we'll  possess      the     land. 


Now     he     comes    on  earth  to  reign,  And  we'll  possess 


_=tJ=l — t — 


^v 


the     land. 
32= 


H- 
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Exliortation. 


PEACE.  S.  M. 


189. 

With  animation. 


Geo.  E.  Lee. 


1.   Arouse!  ye  saints,andsing,Proclaiin  the  gospel  sound; 

i   -fl 


1.    Arouse !  ye  saints, and  sing,Proclaim  the  gospel  sound ; 


For 


mm^msM 


For  soon  shall  come  our 


^ 


For  soon  shall  come  our  glorious  King,  With  fadeless  beauty  crown'd. 


t 
■o — 0 


'9 
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I        I  i 

soon  shall  come  our  glorious  KiDg,For  soon  shall  come  our  glorious  King,  With  fadeless  beauty 

[crown'd. 
For  soon  shall  come  our  glorious  King, With  fade    -  less  beau     -    ty  crowned. 


^#^-' 


'0 — 9 


^i^re^BEt 


/T\ 


W=ft=lpr 


glorious  Klng,For  soon  shall  come  our  glo  -  rious  King,  With  fadeless  beauty  crown'd. 


2  His  waiting  people  then  6  Then  on  that  glorious  morn, 

Shall  in  his  kinirdom  live,  When  Jesus  doth  appear, 

Where  none  shall  ever  weep  again.  He  will  to  us  proclaim,  *'  Well  done," 

Where  nought  the  heart  shall  grieve.       If  we  are  faithiul  here. 


3  O !  soon  will  come  the  day, 

When  care  and  toil  shall  cease: 

When  sin  and  death  shall  flee  away, 

And  saints  shall  dwell  in  peace, 

V  The  signs  fulfilling  fast, 
Proclaim  the  end  is  near; 
Probations  hour  will  soon  be  past, 
The  King  of  kings  appear. 

6  O!  hasten,  sinner,  haste! 
The  gospel  call  obey; 
If  thou  would'st  enter  into  rest, 
Come,  seek  thy  Lord  to-day. 


7  The  pure  in  heart  are  blessed. 

For  they  their  God  shall  see ; 
And  all  who  have  his  name  confessed, 
Shall  eat  of  life's  fair  tree. 

8  Shout  i>raises  to  our  God, 

All  glory  to  his  name ! 
O !  hail  the  day  when  Christ  our  Lord 
Shall  come  on  earth  to  reign. 

9  Then  a  new  song  we'll  sing, 

Then  shall  our  hearts  rejoice; 
We  then  shall  see  our  conq'ring  King, 
And  hear  his  welcome  voice. 


Exliortation. 
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190. 


THE  PROSPECT. 


Lessur. 


N_N     N- 


-N--^ 


^m^^^- 


-s    S    ^    ^r 
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1.  Corne  all  ye  saints  to  Pisgah'srQOTintain,  Come  view  your  home  beyond  the  tide: 

2.  There  endless  springs  oflife  are  flowing,There  are  the  fields  of  11  v-  ing  green; 

3.  Faith  now  beholds  the  flLowing  riv-er,    Comingfrom.  underneath  the  throne; 


K^ — Sf 
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The  land  we  love  is  just  be  -  fore  us, Soon  we'll  sing  on  the  oth-er  side. 
Mansions  of  beau  -  ty  are  pro- vid- ed,  AndtheKingoftheSaintsisseen. 
There,too,the  Saviour  livesfor-ev-  er,  And  he'll  welcome  the  taithfulhome. 


1 


in  2d  time  Chorus. 
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O !  there  are  thebright  crowns  of  glo-ry ,  And  life,which  our  Saviour  will  give. 
Soon  our  conflicts  and  toils  will  be  ended.We'll  be  tried  and  be  tempted  no  move, 
Would  you  sit  by  the  banks  of  the  river,  With  i  he  friends  you  have  lo  v'd  by  your  side  ? 


CHo.— O !  the  prospect  it 


is 


so  transporting, Saviour,hasten  thy  coming,we  pray; 

■0-'     -0-   -^ 
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And  all  who  have  lo  v'd  His    appearing,  With  Him  shall  e-ter-nal-ly   live. 
And  the  saintsofall    a-  ges  andnations  We  shall  meetonthatheavenly  shore. 
Would  you  join  in  the  songs  of  the  angels?  Then  be   ready  to  follow  your  guide. 
CHO.  We  &igh  for  the  land  thou  hast  promis'  d.  And  the  d  awn  of  the  bright  endless  day. 
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Exhortation. 


t91.  0,  SAY,  SHALL  WE  MEET  YOU  ALL  THERE? 

By  permission.    From  Philip  Phillips'  "Musical  Leaves. 

Rnr. 


Solo. 


Words  by  Minnie  Waters. 


S.  J  Vail. 


1.  Where  do  you  journey,    my   In-otlier,    O  where  do  you  journey,  I   pray? 

2.  Wliat   is  your  mission,     my  brother,  Wliat  is  your  mission  be-low? 

3.  O!  yes. you'll  meet  us,  my  brother,  God  help- ing  our  weakness  and  sin ; 


^inniiiisii^iii 


Where  do  you  journey,  my 
What  is  your  mission,  my 
Bear  -  ing  'the  cross,  we,  my 


sis-  ter?  For  storm- y  and  dark  is  the     way. 
sis-  ter,     A.s  joui'uey- ing  onwardyou  go? 
sis-  ter,  The  crown  will  endeavor  to      win. 


-9-  Ttjt 

We're  journeying  onward  to   Canaan,Thro' suflrring,and    tri  -  ai    and  care, 

Our  mission  is  practicing  mer- cy, Sweet  char- i  -  ty,    patience, and  love. 

We'll  walk  thro'  the  vale  and  the  shadow,Thro'  suffrings, and  trials,  and  care, 


And  when  we  get  safely  to    glo-  ry. 


_         O    say,shall  we  meet  you  all  tliere? 
AndfoTiowingthefootstepsof  Je-sus,  Thatlead  to    the   mansions  a  -  bove. 


And  when  you  getsafely  to     glo  -  ry,You'llmeet,yes,you'llmeetus  all  there 
Chokus.  .  IS^ 


m 


6    say,  shall  we  meet  you   all  there ? O  say ,shall  we  meet  you    all  there? 


'^  ^  V    ' — '  . 

And  when  we    get   safe  -  ly    to  glo-ry,     O    say,  shall  we  meet  you  all  there? 

"     f-*  ^    ^    1L  jft.  ^ 
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Exhortation. 


HOWARD.    L.  M. 
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|tep^S]^ 


Arr.  by  I.  P.  H. 


mm 


1.  Go     la- bor  on  ;spend  and  be  spent,Thy  joy  to    do        the  Father's  will ; 

2.  Go     la-boron;tis   not  fornought,Thy  earthly  loss       is   heavenly  gain- 


3.    Go    la- boron  while  !t      is  day, The  world's  dark  night  is  hastening  on; 


1^1 


Pfc 


§^ 


It      is   the  way  the  Mas  -  terwent.Should  notthe  servant  tread  it  still  ? 
Menheed the6,lovethee,praise  thee  not  ;TheMasterpraises— what  aremen? 

Speed,speed  thy  work,cast  sloth  away :     It      is  not  thus  that  souls  are  won. 


4  Men  die  in  darlcness  at  your  side, 
Without  a  hope  to  cheer  the  tomb ; 
Take  up  the  torch,  and  wave  it  wide. 
The  torch  that  lights  time's  thickest  gloom. 

6  Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice ; 

For  toil  comes  rest,  for  exile,  home: 
Soon  Shalt  thou  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice,- 
The  morning  peal,  behold  I  come ! 
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Exliortation. 


1 93  •  Buchanan* 


8s  &  7s. 


1  Watchman,  tell  me,  noes  the  morning 

Of  fair  Zion's  glor/  dawn? 
Have  the  signs  that  mark  his  coming 

Yet  upon  thy  pathway  shone? 
Pilgrim,  yes;  "arise!  look  'round  thee, 

Light  is  breaking  in  the  skies ! 
Gird  th^  bridal  robes  around  thee, 

Mormng  dawns!  arise!  arise! 

2  "Watchman,  has  the  tribulation- - 

Has  the  cruel  man  of  sin 
Ceased  his  bloody  persecution? 

Will  it  not  return  again  ? 
Pilgrim,  no !  his  times  have  ended, 

Never  shall  the  monster  reign ; 
Telcel  on  his  brow  is  written— 

Soon  he  will  consume  in  flame. 
8  Watchman,  were  there  signs  attending 

At  the  ending  of  the  time? 
With  the  closing  moments  pending, 

Did  the  sun  refuse  to  shine? 
Pilgrim,  yes;  the  sun  was  shrouded 

In  a  vail  of  gloom  that  day; 
Nature  was  in  darkness  clouded 

On  that  nineteenth  day  of  May. 

4  Watchman,  hail  tlie  light  ascending 

Of  the  great  Sabbatic  year, 
All  with  voices  loud  portending 

That  the  kingdom's  very  near. 
Pilgrim,  yes !  Isee  just  yonder 

Canaan's  glorious  bights  arise; 
Salem,  too,  appears  in  grandeur, 

Towering  'neath  its  cloudless  skies. 


194>    O,  conte,  cotne  away*     P.  M. 

1  O,  come,  come  away !  for  time's  career  is 

closing. 
Let  worldly  care  henceforth  forbear, 

O,  come,  come  away ! 
Come,  come,  our  holy  joys  renew 
Where  love  and  heavenly  friendship  grew, 
The  Spirit  welcomes  you — 

O,  come,  come  away. 

2  Awake  ye,  awake !  no  time  now  for  repos- 

ing; 
"  The  Lord  is  near!"  breaks  on  the  ear, 
O,  come,  come  away. 
Come,  come  where  Jesus'  love  will  be, 
Who  says,  "  I  meet  with  two  or  three;" 
Sweet  promise  made  to  thee, 
O,  come,  come  away. 


3  Come,  where  sacred  song  the  pilgrim's 

heart  is  cheering, 
Come ,  and  learn  there  the  power  of  prayer, 

O,  come,  come  away ! 
In  sweetest  notes  of  sympathy 
We  praise  and  pray  in  harmony. 
Love  makes  our  unity — 

O,  come,  come  away. 

4  Xight  soon  will  be  o'er,  and  endless  day 

appearing ; 
Away  from  home  no  more  we  roam; 

O,  come,  come  away ! 
And  when  the  trump  of  God  shall  sound, 
The  saints  no  more  by  death  are  bound, 
He  owns  our  Jesus  crowned, 

O,  come,  come  away. 

5  O,  come,  come  away,  my  Saviour,  in  thy 

glory! 
"  Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  be  done;" 
O,  come,  come  away ! 
O,  come,  my  Lord,  thy  right  maintain, 
And  take  thy  throne,  and  on  it  reign! 
Then  earth  shall  bloom  again — 
O,  come,  come  away ! 


195.  8s,  73 

1  Christian,  the  morn  breaks  sweetly  o'er 

thee, 
And  all  the  midnight  shadows  flee ; 
Tinged  are  the  distant  skies  with  glory, 

A  beacon  light  hangs  out  for  thee. 
Arise,  arise,  the  light  breaks  o'er  thee, 

Bright  from  thy  everlasting  home ; 
Soon  shalt  thou  reach  the  world  of  glory, 
Soon   shalt   thou   share   thy  Saviour's 
throne. 

2  Tossed  on  time's  rude,  relentless  surges, 

Calmly  composed  and  dauntless  stand, 
For  lo !  beyond  these  scenes  emerges 
The   bights  that  bound  the  promised 
land. 
Christian,  behold!  the  land  is  nearing, 

Where  the  wild  sea-storm's  rage  is  o'er; 
Hark,  how  the  heavenly  host(>  are  cheer- 
ing: 
See  in  what  throngs  they  range  the  shore. 

3  Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  the  day  breaks  o'er 

thee. 
Bright  as  the  summer's  noontide  ray; 
The   star-gemmed  crcwns  and  realms  of 
glory, 
Invite  thy  happy  soul  away. 
Away,  away,  leave  all  for  glory, 

Soon  shall  thy  stormy  voyage  be  done; 
Then  with  eternal  joys  before  thee, 
Sit  with  the  Saviour  ou  his  throne. 


Exhortation. 
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191$.    Jftitteuuial  MPawtt,     7s  &  63. 

1  The  clouds  at  length  are  breaking; 

The  dawn  will  soon  appear, 
And  "  sipfns"  there's  no  mistaking, 

Proclaim  Messiah  near. 
Awake,  awake  from  sleeping, 

Attend  the  "  midnight  cry ;" 
Ye  saints  refrain  from  weeping, 

Your  Great  Deliverer's  nigh. 


2  The  morning  light  is  beaming, 

The  "  day-star"  shines  on  high; 
Christ's  heralds  are  proclaiming 

His  coming  in  the  sky ; 
And  earth's  eventful  story 

A  few  short  months  will  tell; 
The  righteous  rise  to  glory. 

The  wicked  sink  to  hell. 


3  If  earth  and  all  her  treasure 

Are  doomed  to  fire  and  flame; 
Her  royal  pomp  and  pleasure 

Are  but  an  empty  name ! 
Her  kings— her  crowns— her  glory — 

Her  armies— fleets— and  pride. 
May  bubble  forth  her  story 

While  floating  down  the  tide. 

i  The  ocean,  oh !  the  ocean, 

To  which  her  grandeurs  tend. 
Now  foams  in  dreadful  motion, 

Her  boast  and  pomp  to  end. 
See,  see  the  flames  ascending, 

The  seas  themselves  explode; 
The  clouds,  the  skies,  are  rending 

With  cries  of—"  God  "—"oh  God!" 


5  Oh !  hear  the  sad  petition, 

Rocks,  crush  us  into  dust ; 
Oh !  pity  our  condition — 

Or  damned  we  surely  must; 
We  thought  that  we  were  wiser 

Than  "  pastors,"  "  saints,"  and  all; 
Yet  sinner— sceptic — miser — 

Must  sufffer  once  for  all. 


6  Ye  mortals,  take  the  warning. 

Ten  thousand  calls  invite; 
Should  you  neglect  the  morning. 

Then  comes  the  doleful  night. 
Now  mercy's  hand  extended. 

The  vilest  wretch  would  save; 
But  oh !  if  this  be  ended, 

You're  lost  beyond  the  grave. 


7  Great  Author  of  compassion. 

Redeemer — Saviour — Friend — 
Oh  !  send  to  every  nation 

The  knowledge  of  its  end; 
Fly,  fly  on  wings  of  morning. 

Ye  who  the  truth  can  tell. 
And  sound  the  awful  warning. 

To  rescue  souls  from  hell. 


i9r. 

Pilgrim,  wake !  behold  the  morning 

Long  foretold  by  holy  seers. 
Gilds  the  heaven  with  its  dawning. 

Hail !  the  blissful  morn  appears. 
Halcyon*  day,  so  full  of  glory, 

Holy  prophets  sang  of  thee; 
Rapturous  in  poetic  story 

Soon  the  pure  in  heart  will  see 


2  See !  the  morning  star  Is  beaming 

Bright  upon  the  gilded  sky. 
Oh !  what  rays  of  light  are  gleaming, 

Shout  aloud,  Redemption's  nigh. 
Sing  ye  now  who  have  been  weeping 

Through  a  long  night  dark  and  drear. 
Who  while  lonely  vigils  keeping, 

Long'd  to  see  the  day  appear. 


3  On  it  speeds  in  lustre  breaking. 

Hallelujah !  shout  and  sing, 
Soon  our  lov'd  ones  will  be  waking. 

And  the  new  creation  ring 
With  the  loud,  immortal  chorus 

To  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain; 
By  his  blood  in  mercy  made  us 

Kings  and  priests  on  earth  to  reign. 


4  Now  with  all  your  might  and  power. 

Watch  and  trim  vour  lamps  with  care; 
Gird  your  loins  and  wait  the  hour 

When  the  Bridegroom  shall  appear. 
Then  with  all  the  saints,  adorned 

With  their  brilliant  diadems. 
See  the  King  in  beauty  crowned, 

In  the  New  Jerusalem. 

•  Sat  shun. 
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Exliortation. 


198. 

1  Lift  up  your  heads,  desponding  pilgrims. 

Give  to  the  winds  your  needless  fears, 
He  who  hath  said  redemption's  nearing, 
Soon  is  to  reign  through  endless  years. 

Cho. — Through  endless  years  earth's  coming 
glory — 
'Tis  the  glad  day  so  lon^  foretold ; 
'Tis  the  bright  morn  of  Zion's  glory, 
Prophets  foresaw  in  times  of  old. 

2  "What  if  the  clouds  do  for  a  moment 

Hide  the  blue  sky,  where  morn  appears ; 
Soon  the  glad  sun,  of  promise  given, 
Rises  to  shine  through  endless  years. 

8  Tell  the  whole  world  these  blessed  tidings. 
Speak  of  the  time  of  bliss  that  nears ; 
Tell  the  oppressed  of  ev'ry  nation, 
Jubilee  lasts  through  endless  years. 

4  Haste  thee  along,  ages  of  glory, 

Haste  the  glad  time  when  Christ  ap- 
pears— 
Oh,  for  the  faith  of  ancient  worthies; 
Oh,  for  that  reign  through  endless  years. 


199. 


J^isdoh 


L.  M. 


1  So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express 
The  holy  gospel  we  profess ; 

So  let  our  works  and  virtues  shine, 
To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  shall  we  best  proclaim  abroad 
The  hoT^ors  of  our  Saviour  God, 
When  the  salvation  reigns  within, 
And  grace  subdues  the  power  of  sin. 

8  Our  flesh  and  sense  must  be  denied, 
Passion,  and  envy,  lust,  and  pride ; 
"While  justice,  temperance,  truth,  and  love. 
Our  inward  piety  approve. 

i  Religion  bears  our  spirits  up, 
WhiJe  we  expect  that  blessed  hope, 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord ; 
And  faith  stands  leaning  on  his  word. 


900. 


Jfligdoi, 


L.M. 


1  Afflicted  saint,  to  Christ  draw  near ; 
Thy  Saviour's  gracious  promise  hear; 
His  faithful  word  declares  ta  thee 
That  as  thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be. 


2  Let  not  thy  heart  despond  and  say, 
".How  shall  I  stand  the  trying  day?" 
He  has  engaged  by  firm  decree 
That  as  thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be. 

3  Thy  faith  is  weak,  thy  foes  are  strong; 
And  if  the  contest  should  be  long, 
Thy  Lord  will  make  the  tempters  flee; 
For  as  thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be. 

4  Should  persecution  rage  and  flame. 
Still  trust  in  thy  Redeemer's  name ; 
In  fiery  trials  thou  shalt  see 

That  as  thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be. 


301.         Miaiian  Hymn*       6a  &  44 

1  Let  us  awake  our  joys; 
Strike  up  with  cheerful  voice; 

Each  creature,  sing; 
Angels,  begin  the  song; 
Mortals,  the  strain  prolong. 
In  accents  sweet  and  strong, 

"  Jesus  is  King!" 

2  Proclaim  abroad  his  name; 
Tell  of  his  matchless  fame ; 

"What  wonders  done; 
Above,  beneath,  around. 
Let  all  the  earth  resound, 
Till  heav'n's  high  arch  rebound, 

"Vict'ry  is  won !" 

8  He  vanquished  sin  and  hell, 
And  our  last  foe  will  quell; 

Mourners,  rejoice; 
His  dying  love  adore; 
Praise  him,  now  raised  in  power; 
Praise  hira  forevermore 

With  joyful  voice. 

4  All  hail  the  glorious  day. 
When  through  the  heavenly  way, 

Lo,  he  shall  come. 
While  they  who  pierced  him  wail  I 
His  promise  shall  not  fail ; 
Saints,  see  your  King  prevail; 

Great  Saviour,  come ! 


Exliortatioii. 
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a02.        Edre^t  Batreat.        7s  &  6s. 

1  Ho,  reapers  of  Life's  Harvest, 

Why  stand  with  rusted  blade, 
Until  the  night  draws  round  thee, 

And  day  begins  to  fade? 
Why  stand  ye  idle,  waiting 

For  reapers  more  to  come  ? 
The  golden  morn  is  passing, 

Why  sit  ye  idle,  dumb? 

2  Thrust  in  your  sharpened  sickle. 

And  gather  in  the  grain ; 
The  night  is  fast  approaching. 

And  soon  will  come  again. 
The  Master  calls  for  reapers, 

And  shall  he  call  in  vain? 
Shall  sheaves  lie  there  ungathered, 

And  waste  upon  the  plain  ? 

8  Come  down  from  hill  and  mountain, 

In  morning's  ruddy  glow. 
Nor  wait  until  the  dial 

Points  to  the  noon  below; 
And  come  with  the  strong  sinew, 

Nor  faint  in  heat  or  cold ; 
And  pause  not  till  the  evening 

Draws  round  its  wealth  of  gold. 

I  Mount  up  the  heights  of  wisdom, 

And  crush  each  error  low; 
Keep  back  no  words  of  knowledge 

That  human  hearts  should  know. 
Be  faithful  to  thy  mission, 

In  service  of  thy  Lord, 
And  then  a  golden  chaplet 

Will  be  thy  just  reward. 


a03.     TWatchtnan  Tell  Us,         7s. 

1  Watchman !  tell  us  of  the  night, 

What  its  signs  of  promise  are. 
Trav'ler!  o'er  yon  mountain  height 

See  the  glory -beaming  star! 
Watchman !  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  hope  or  joy  foretell  ? 
Trav'ler!  yes,  it  brings  the  day, 

Promis'd  day  of  Israel. 

\  Watchman !  tell  us  of  the  night ; 
Higher  vet  that  star  ascends. 
Trav'ler!  blessedness  and  light, 
Peace  and  truth  its  course  portends. 


-Watchman!  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ? 
Trav'ler!  ages  are  its  own ; 

See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth  I 
3  Watchman!  tell  us  of  the  night; 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 
Trav'ler !  darkness  takes  its  flight. 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman,  let  thy  wanderings  cease 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home, 
Trav'ler!  lo,  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Lo,  the  Son  of  God  is  come! 


d04.  Iteudon, 

1  Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme, 
Sing  aloud  in  Jesus'  name; 
Ye,  who  his  salvation  prove. 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 
Triumph,  &c. 

2  Ye,  wiio  see  the  Father's  grace 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face. 
As  to  glory  on  ye  move, 

Praise  and  bless  Redeeming  Love. 
Praise,  &c. 

3  Mourning  souls,  dry  up  your  tears, 
Banish  all  your  guilty  fears, 

See  your  guilt  and  curse  remove, 
Cancell'd  by  Redeeming  Love. 
Cancell'd,  &c. 

4  Hither,  then,  your  praises  bring. 
And  of  Jesus  gladly  sing; 
Gladly  join  the  hosts  above. 
Join  to  praise  Redeeming  Love. 
Join,  &c. 


78. 


305. 


&79. 


1  Jesus,  hail !  amid  the  glory, 

Where  for  us  thou  dost  abide; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  thee. 

Standing  at  thy  Father's  side. 
There  for  us  thou  now  art  pleading. 

While  thou  dost  our  place  prepare; 
For  the  church  still  interceding. 

Till  in  glory  it  appear. 

2  Worship,  honor,  power,  and  blessing, 

Thou  Shalt  then  from  all  receive; 
Loudest  praises,  without  ceasing; 

All  that  earth  or  heaven  can  give 
Till  that  day  the  angelic  spirits. 

With  the  church  in  feebler  lays. 
Still  shall  try  to  sing  thy  merits, 

And  to  chant  thy  Father's  praise. 


lOQ 


Exliortatioii. 


306.  Vhe  Christian  Soldier,  G.  M. 

1  Te  valiant  soldiers  of  the  cross, 

Ye  happy,  praying  band, 
Though  in  this  world  you  suffer  loss. 
Press  on  to  Canaan's  land. 
Cho. — Let  us  never  mind  the  scoffs  nor  the 
frowns  of  the  world, 
For  we've  all  got  the  cross  to  bear. 
It  will    only  make   the   crown   the 
brighter  to  shine, 
"When  we  have  the  crown  to  wear. 

2  All  earthly  pleasures  we'll  forsake. 

When  heav'n  appears  in  view, 
In  Jesus'  strength  we'll  undertake 

To  fight  our  passage  through.— Cho. 
8  O  what  a  glorious  shout  there'll  be 

When  we  arrive  at  home ; 
Our  friends  and  Jesus  we  shall  see. 

And  God  shall  say  "Well  done."— Cho. 


2or. 


•/Imes, 


L.  M. 


1  What  works  of  wisdom,  power,  and  love, 
Do  Jesus'  high  commission  prove; 
Attest  his  heaven-derived  claim. 

And  glorify  his  Father's  name. 

2  On  eyes  that  never  saw  the  day 
He  pours  the  bright  celestial  ray; 
And  deafened  ears,  by  him  unbound. 
Catch  all  the  harmony  of  sound. 

8  Lameness  takes  up  its  bed,  and  goes 
Rejoicing  in  the  strength  that  flows 
Through  every  nerve ;  and,  free  from  pain, 
Pours  forth  to  God  the  grateful  strain. 

4  The  shattered  mind  his  word  restores, 
And  tunes  afresh  the  mental  powers : 
The  dead  revive,  to  life  return. 
And  bid  affection  cease  to  mourn. 

6  Canst  thou,  my  soul,  these  wonders  trace, 
And  not  admire  Jehovah's  grace? 
Canst  thou  behold  thy  Prophet's  power, 
And  not  the  God  he  served  adore? 


308. 


Bettereuio. 


7s. 


1  Faint  not,  Christian !  though  the  road 
Leading  to  thy  blest  abode, 
Darksome  be,  and  dangerous,  too, 
Christ,  thy  Guide,  will  bear  thee  through. 

2  Faint  not,  Christian !  though  in  rage 
Satan  doth  thy  soul  engage; 

Take  thee  Faith's  anointed  shield. 
Bear  it  to  the  battle  field. 


3  Faint  not.  Christian !  though  the  world 
Has  its  hostile  flag  unfurl'd; 

Hold  the  cross  of  Jesus  fast. 
Thou  Shalt  overcome  at  last. 

4  Faint  not,  Christian !  though  within 
There's  a  heart  so  prone  to  sin ; 
Christ  the  Lord  is  over  all, 

He'll  not  suffer  thee  to  fall. 

5  Faint  not.  Christian !  though  thy  God 
Smite  thee  with  the  chastening  rod; 
Smite  He  must,  with  Father's  care. 
That  He  may  His  love  declare. 

6  Faint  not,  Christian!  Jesus'  near. 
Soon  in  glory  He'll  appear; 

And  his  love  will  then  bestow 
Victory  o'er  every  foe. 


309.    Jrhot$  Kitoweat  Thai  I  Etove 


Vbee. 


7s,  63  k  4a. 


1  Hark!  bart!  "hear  the  blest  tidings. 

Soon,  sooi..  Jesus  will  come, 
Rob'd,  rob'd  in  honor  and  glory. 
To  gather  his  ransomed  ones  home. 

Cho.— Yes,  yes,  oh  yes, 

To  gather  his  ransomed  ones  home. 

2  Joy,  joy,  sound  it  more  loudly. 

Sing,  sing  glory  to  God; 
Soon,  soon,  Jesus  is  coming, 
Publish  the  tidings  abroad. 

3  Bright,  bright,  seraphs  attending. 

Shout?,  shouts,  filling  the  air; 
Down,  down,  swiftly  from  heaven, 
Jesus  our  Lord  will  appear. 

4  Now,  now,  through  a  glass  darkly, 

Shine,  shine,  visions  to  come, 
Soon,  soon,  we  shall  behold  them, 
Cloudless  and  bright  in  our  homa 

5  Long,  long,  we  have  been  waiting. 

Who,  who,  love  his  blest  name; 
Now,  now,  we  are  delighting, 
Jesus  is  near  to  proclaim. 

6  Still,  still,  rest  on  the  promise. 

Cling,  cling,  fast  to  His  word; 
Wait,  wait,  if  He  should  tarry, 
We'll  patiently  wait  for  the  Lord. 

Cho.— Yes,  ves,  oh  yes. 

We'll  patiently  wait  for  the  Lord. 


Exhortation. 
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310. 


WHttsiead* 


S.  M, 


1  Behold!  what  wondrous  grace 

The  Father  has  bestowed 

On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race, 

To  call  them  sons  of  God. 

2  'Tis  no  surprising  thing, 

Thit  we  should  be  unknown; 
The  Jewish  world  knew  not  their  King, 

God's  well  beloved  Son. 
8  Xor  doth  it  yet  appear 

How  great  we  must  be  made; 
But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 

We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 
4  A  hope  so  much  divine 

May  trials  well  endure ; 
May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin, 

As  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  pure. 


3ii. 


JfMisdof* 


L.  M. 


1  We've  no  abiding  city  here: 

■  This  may  distress  the  worldling's  mind, 
But  should  not  cost  the  saint  a  tear, 
Who  hojes  a  better  rest  to  find. 

2  We've  no  abiding  city  here: 

Sad  truth,  were  this  to  be  our  home; 
But  let  this  thought  our  spirits  cheer; 

We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come. 
8  We've  no  abiding  city  here: 

Then  let  us  live  as  pilgrims  do; 
Let  not  the  world  our  rost  appear; 

But  lot  us  cease  from  all  in  view. 

4  We've  no  abiding  city  here; 
We  seek  a  city  out  of  siglit ; 
Zion  its  name;  we'll  soon  be  there; 
It  shines  with  everlasting  light. 
6  Zion !  Jehovah  iii  her  strength ! 
Secure  she  smiles  at  all  her  foes; 
And  weary  travellers  at  length 
Within  her  sacred  walls  repose. 


31S. 


BannocUburn*        7s  &  os. 


Ye  who  rose  to  meet  the  Lord — 
Ventured  on  his  faithful  word, 
Faint  not  now,  for  your  reward 

Will  be  quickly  given ; 
Faint  not !  always  watch  and  pray, 
Jesus  will  no  more  delay, 
Even  now  'tis  dawn  of  day — 

Day-Star  beams  from  heaven. 


2  Would  ye  to  the  end  endure? 
Keep  the  wedding  garments  pure — 
Claim  ye  still  the  promise  sure — 

Faithful  is  the  Lord! 
Let  your  lamps  be  burning  bright. 
In  God's  word  is  beaming  light, 
Live  by  faith  and  not  by  sight — 

Crowns  are  your  reward. 

3  'Mid  the  darts  of  angry  foe. 
Onward,  fearless,  onward  go, 
The  good  soldier's  courage  show, 

On,  to  victory! 
"  Let  thiue  eyes  be  turned  to  me," 
Jesus  says,  "  I'll  rescue  thee. 
Overcome,  and  faithful  be. 

Thou  shalt  glory  see!" 

4  Tones  of  thunder  through  the  sky — 
Angel  voices  sounding  high, 
Echo  still  the  mighty  cry, 

Jesus  quickly  come ! 
Quickly  he'll  return  again. 
With  his  saints  will  come  to  reign. 
While  all  heaven  will  shout  "  Amen, 

Welcome  to  thy  throne!" 

5  Marriage  supper  now  prepared, 
By  the  guests  will  then  be  shared. 
In  fair  righteous  robes  arrayed, 

Like  the  Bridegroom  King. 
Glory  to  Jehovah's  name! 
Sound  aloud  the  glad  acclaim, 
To  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain. 

Alleluias  bring. 


tdl3. 


JVorthiield. 


CM. 


1  Time  hastens  on ;  ye  longing  saints, 

Now  raise  your  voices  high ; 

And  magnify  that  sovereign  love 

Which  shows  salvation  nigh. 

2  As  time  departs,  salvation  comes. 

Each  moment  brings  it  near; 
Then  welcome  each  declining  day; 
Welcome  each  closing  year. 

3  Xot  many  years  their  course  shall  run, 

Not  many  mornings  rise, 
Ere  all  its  glories  stand  reveal'd 
To  our  transported  eyes. 
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Exliortation. 


•^14. 


Concord. 


S.  M. 


1  Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  our  joys  be  known ; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

2  The  sorrows  of  the  mind 

Be  banished  from  the  place; 
Religion  never  was  designed 
To  make  our  pleasures  less. 

3  The  men  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below ; 
Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground. 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

4  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields. 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

5  There  we  shall  see  his  face. 

And  never,  never  sin ; 
The  re,  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace, 
Drink  endless  pleasures  in. 


215. 


Switser* 


&  7s. 


1  Lonely  pilgrim,  sad  and  weary, 

Who  hatli  many  ills  endured. 
What  though  troubles  round  thee  gather. 

There's  a  tinal  rest  secured; 
For  the  "  Children  of  the  Promise," 

Those  in  faith  who  firmly  stand, 
Heirs  with  Christ,  awhile  they  suffer. 

Soon  to  reign  in  Israel's  laud. 

2  God,  his  gracious  mercy  showing, 

Hath  invited  all  to  share 
Endless  joy  and  bliss  forever, 

In  that  realm  of  glory  there. 
Dear  thee,  then,  the  contest  bravely, 

Fear  not,  faint  not,  by  the  way; 
Soon  shall  boundless,  ceaseless  mercy. 

All  thy  weary  toils  repay. 

3  Soon,  the  tears  of  bitter  anguish, 

All  those  sighs  that  sorrow  pays. 
Shall  be  lost  in  smiles  of  gladness, 

Merged  in  songs  of  endless  praise. 
Here  thy  weary  feet  are  bruised, 

Tlipre,  thou'lt  tread  a  verdant  sod; 
Here,  by  enemies  surrounded. 

There,  in  friendship  with  thy  God. 


iviJ.     •IMiasionary  Chant.     L.  M 

1  Waste  not  thy  being;  back  to  Him 

AVho  freely  gave  it,  freely  give; 
Else  is  that  being  but  a  dream, 
'Tis  but  to  he,  and  not  to  live. 

2  Be  what  thou  seemest ;  live  thy  creed ; 

Hold  up  to  earth  the  torch  divine; 
Be  what  thou  prayest  to  be  made; 
Let  the  great  blaster's  steps  be  thine. 


3  Sow  truth  if  thou  the  true  wouldst  reap; 
Who  sows  the  false  shall  reap  the  vain; 
Erect  and  sound  thy  conscience  keep; 
From  hollow  words  and  creeds  refrain. 


4  Sow  love,  and  taste  its  fruitage  pure; 
Sow  peace,  and  reap  its  harvest  bright 
Sow  sunbeams  on  the  rock  and  moor. 
And  find  a  harvest-home  of  light. 


2iy. 


Olmutjz* 


S.  M. 


1  Begin  the  day  with  God ! 

He  is  thy  sun  and  day; 
His  is  the  radiance  of  thy  dawn, 
To  him  address  thy  lay. 

2  Awake,  cold  lips,  and  sing! 

Arise,  dull  knees,  and  pray; 
Lift  up,  O  man,  thy  heart  and  eyes; 
Brush  slothfulness  away. 

3  Take  thy  first  meal  with  God; 

He  is  thy  heavenly  food ; 
Feed  with  and  on  him;  he  with  thee 
Will  feast  in  brotherhood. 


4  Take  thy  first  walk  with  God ; 

Let  him  go  forth  with  thee; 
By  stream,  or  sea,  or  mountain  path. 
Seek  still  his  company. 

5  Thy  first  transaction  be 

With  God  himself  above ; 
So  shall  thy  business  prosper  well. 
And  all  the  day  be  love. 


Consolation  in  Affliction. 
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318. 


CONSOLATION. 
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Geo.  E.  Lee. 
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1.  Sweet  it      is      to      know.When  the  heart  with  grief  is    bend-  ing  low, 

2.  He  would  have  us     bring  Ev  - 'ry  tri  -  al      that  thro*  life     may  seem 
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Comfort, strength  to    ev 
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bear,  A.nd     by 
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be     blest, 
dens  share. 


3  Storms  of  life  may  blow,    [woe, 
Brightest  scenes  of  earth  be  mix'd  with 

Friends  may  droop  and  die ; 
When  no  earthly  hope  can  cheer, 
All  is  darkness,  all  is  drear, 

And  alone  we  sigh. 


4  We  may  always  find 
Sweet  relief,  if,  with  a  trusting  mind, 

We  to  Jesus  go ; 
Yes,  in  Him  we'll  find  a  friend, 
Who  will  all  our  steps  attend, 

Through  this  vale  below. 
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219.  PRAYER.   S.  M. 

From  the  "  Sacred  Star,"  by  permission  of  Leonard  Marshall. 
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1.    Eest     for       tlie    toil  -   Ing  hand,  Rest     for   the    tho't  -  worn  brow, 
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2.    Eest      for      tlie      fe  -  vered brain, Rest    for    the     throbbing      eye, 
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5.    'Twas     sown    in      weakness   here, 'Twill  then    be  rais'd       in  pow'r: 


Sit 
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Rest     for    the  wea  -    ry  way-sore  feet,Rest  from  all     la  -    bor    now. 
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Thro' these  parch'd  lips     of  thine  no  more  Shall  pass  the  moan     or     sigh. 
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That  which  was  sown    an  earth- ly  seed, Shall  rise     a      heavenly  flow'r. 
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PRAISE.   S.  M. 

From  the  *  Sacred  Star,"  by  permission  of  L.  Marshall. 


u  Allegro. 


-«>- 


-it 


3r 


i^^^H^ 


3.  Soon  shall  the  trump      of   God  Give       out      the    wel-  come  sound, 
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3.  Soon  shall    the  trump     of  God   Give      out     the    wel  -  come  sound, 
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4.  Ye        dwellers      in         the  dust,  A  -  wake,  come  forth  and       sing. 
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That  shakes  thy  si     lent  chamber  walls,  And  breaks  the  turf-seal'dground. 
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That  shakes  thy  si  -  lent  chamber  walls,  And  breaks  the  turf-seal'd  ground, 


=i_ 


-6?-— P- 


i:E 


-^ 


i^* — 


■^Ez: 


i] 


Sharp  has  your  frost   of  win  -  ter  been,  But  bright  shall  be  your  spring. 
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COMFORT  IN  AFFLICTION. 


S.  C.  HANCOCK. 
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1.  We  shall  sleep,but  not  forev  -  er,    There  will  be   a  glorious  dawn ;  We  shall 

2.  When  we  see    a  precious  blossom,   That  we  tended  with  such  care,  Rudely 
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3.    We  shall  sleep,but  not  for-ev  -  er,        In  the  lone  and  silent  grave;  Blessed 
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meet     to     part     no,    nev-er,        On      the    res-ur  -  rec- tion  morn, 
ta   -ken    from    our      bo-sora,     How    our  ach - ing hearts des- pair. 


be     the     Lord    that    tak-  eth,      Bless-  ed      be    the  Lord  that  gave. 
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From  the  deepest  caves  of    o  -  cean,  From  the  desert     and  the  plain, 
Kouudits     lit  -  tie  grave  we  lin-ger      Till  the  setting  sun     is'  low, 
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In    the  bright,  e  -  ter  -  nal  cit  -  y       Death  can  never,    nev  -  er  come ; 
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*'  Comfort  in  Affliction."   Concluded. 
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From  tlie    val- ley  and  the  mountain,Countless  throngs  shall  rise  ar  gain. 
Feel-ing     all  ourhopeshaveperish'd   With  the  floWr  we  cherished  so. 


JL-IZ — I     .^ .  - ._  # g- — o — ^ 


H-T- 


SZ 


«f9- 


^:z3: 


^1=^: 


In    his  own  good  time  he'll  call  us     From  our  rest  to  home,sweet  home. 
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Chorus. 
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We  shall  sleep,but   not    for-  ev-  er,    There  will  be      a    glorious  dawn ; 
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We  shall  sleep,  but  not    for-  ev  -er,  There  will  be      a    glorious  dawn; 
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We  shall  meet  to    part  no,  nev-er,        On  the  res  -  ur  -  reo-tion  morn. 
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1.  Wait,  'twill   bemom-ing    soon,  The  clouds  will  pass      a  -  way: 

2.  Wait,   tho'    the  storm  may  rage,     A     calm     will  sure  -  ly    come; 
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3.    Wait,  while  the  friends  of     earth  Pass  from    thee  one 
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Doubt  not,  tho'    dark  the  night  may  seem,  Tis     darkest   just    at    day. 
The    threat'ning  winds  that  toss  thy  bark   But  haste  thee  to  thy  home. 


f7s 


\—\ 


s -•-7^-^-•'=::^2^^"a.~2?" 


The       res  -  ur  -  rec  -  tion  ne'er  can    be,  'Till    death  its  work  has  d  one. 
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4  Wait;  aye,  with  patience  weep,  6  Wait,  for  his  own  soft  hand 

And  mourn,  and  grieve,  and  sigh;  Shall  wipe  all  tears  away; 

For  when  the  last  sad  tear  Is  shed,  And  free  from  sorrow,  saints  shall  then 

God  will  the  fountain  dry.  Rejoice  in  endless  day. 
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2  Tliou  wilt  sleep,  but  not  forever; 
Jesus  died,  and  rose  again; 
Soon  he'll  come  in  clouds  of  glory, 
Thou  wilt  rise  with  him  to  reign. 


3  Sister,  then  we  hope  to  meet  Ihee, 
Then  we'll  take  thee  by  the  hand, 
Then  we'll  twine  our  arras  around  tliee, 
In  that  bright  and  happy  land. 
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Consolation  in  Affliction. 


334. 


HWindham, 


L.  M. 


1  Unveil  thjr  bosom,  faithful  tomb, 

Take  this  new  treasure  to  thy  trust; 
And  give  these  sacred  relics  room 
To  slumber  in  the  silent  dust. 

2  Nor  pain,  nor  grief,  nor  anxious  fear, 

Invades  thy  bounds;  no  mortal  woes 
Can  reach  the  peaceful  sleeper  here. 
While  angels  watch  the  soft  repose. 

3  ^o  Jesus  slept;  God's  dying  Son 

Pass'd  thro'  the  grave  and  blest  the  bed ; 
Rest  here,  blest  saint,  till  from  His  throne 
The   morning    break,  and   pierce    the 
shade. 

4  Break  from  his  throne,  illustrious  morn ! 

Attend,  O  earth,  his  sov'reigu  word! 
Restore  thy  trust ;  a  glorious  form 
Shall  theu  arise  to  meet  the  Lord. 


335. 


MIope* 


6s. 


1  Sing  praise!  the  tomb  is  void 

Where  the  Redeemer  lay ; 
Sing  of  our  bonds  destroyed. 
Our  darkness  turned  to  day. 

2  Weep  for  your  dead  no  more ; 

Friends,  be  of  joyful  cheer! 
Our  star  moves  on  before. 
Our  narrow  path  shines  clear. 

8  He  who,  80  patiently 

The  crown  of  thorns  did  wear, — 
He  hath  gone  up  on  high ; 
Our  hope  is  with  him  there. 

4  No'w  is  hi  s  truth  revealed, 
His  majesty  and  might ; 
The  grave  has  been  unpealed ; 
Christ  is  our  life  and  light. 

o  Fe  who  for  men  did  weep. 
Suffer,  and  bleed,  and  die, — 
First  fruits  of  them  that  sleep,— 
Christ  hath  gone  up  on  high. 

6  JOs  vict'ry  hath  destroyed 

The  shafts  that  once  could  slay ; 
Sing  prii  se !  the  tomb  is  void 
Whei  3  the  Redeemer  lay. 


333. 


JVarrowc  lf*jry.         CM. 


1  What  poor  despised  company 

Of  travellers  are  these. 
Who  walk  in  yonder  narrow  way, 
Along  the  rugged  maze ! 

2  Ah,  these  are  of  a  royal  line, 

All  children  of  a  King: 
Heirs  of  immortal  crowns  divine. 
And  lo !  for  joy  they  sing  1 

Cho. — Palms  of  victory,  crowns  of  glory. 
Palms  of  victory  they  shall  boar; 
Yes,  Palms  of  victory,  crowns  of  glory 
Palms  of  victory  they  shall  bear. 

3  Why  do  they  then  appear  so  mean  ? 

And  why  so  much  despised  ? 
Because  of  their  rich  robes  unseen 
The  world  is  not  apprised. 

4  But  some  of  them  seem  poor,  distressed. 

And  lacking  daily  bread; 
Ah,  they're  of  boundless  wealth  possess'd 
With  hidden  manna  fed.— Cho. 

5  But  why  keep  they  that  narrow  road. 

That  rugged,  thorny  maze? 
Why,  that's  the  way  their  Leader  trod-' 
They  love  and  keep  his  ways. 

6  What,  is  there  then  no  other  road 

To  Salem's  happy  ground? 

Christ  is  the  only  way  to  God; 

None  other  can  be  found. 


337. 


Rett, 


L.  M. 


1  Asleep  in  Jesus !  blessed  sleep. 
From  which  none  ever  wake  to  weep ; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus !  O  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet! 
With  holy  confidence  to  rest 
In  hope  of  being  ever  blest. 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus !  Peaceful  rest. 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour. 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus !  Soon  to  rise, 

When  the  last  trump  shall  rend  the  skion 
Then  burst  the  fetters  of  the  tomb. 
To  wake  in  full,  immortal  bloom. 


Consolation  in  Affliction. 
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338.    Sliall  ^^e  knoT^  eacli 
otlier  tliere  ? 

I  "When  we  hear  the  music  ringing 

In  the  bright,  celestial  dome- 
When  sweet  angel  voices  singing 

Gladly  bid  us  welcome  home, 
To  the  land  of  ancient  story, 

Where  the  spirit  knows  no  care — 
In  the  land  of  light  and  glory, 

Shall  we  know  each  other  there  ? 

Cho. — Shall  we  know  each  other — 
Shall  we  know  each  other- 
Shall  we  know  each  other- 
Shall  we  know  each  other  there  ? 


2  When  the  ho\j  angels  meet  us, 
A.S  we  go  to  join  their  band, 
Shall  we  linow  the  friends  that  greet  us 

In  the  glorious  heav'nly  land  ? 
Shall  we  see  the  same  eyes  shining 
On  us  as  in  days  of  yore  ? 
•  Shall  we  feel  the  same  arms  twining 
Fondly  round  us,  as  before  ? 

Cho.— Shall  we  know,  &c. 


8  O,  ye  weary,  sad,  and  tossed  ones, 

Droop  not,  faint  not  by  the  way ; 
Ye  can  join  the  loved  and  just  ones 

In  the  land  of  perfect  day ! 
Harp-strings  touched  by  angel  fingers 

Murmured  in  my  raptured  ear- 
Evermore  their  sweet  song  lingers — 

We  shall  know  each  other  there. 

Cho.— We  shall  know,  &c. 


339.  78  &  63. 

I  I  saw  a  weary  traveller, 

In  tattered  garments  clad, 
A-struggling  up  the  mountain, 

It  seemed  that  he  was  sad. 
His  back  was  burdened  heavy. 

His  strength  was  almost  gone. 
He  shouted  as  he  journeyed, 

"  Deliverance  will  come." 
Palms  of  vict'ry,  crowns  of  glory, 

Palms  of  vict'ry  we  shall  bear. 


2  The  summer  son  was  beaming, 

The  sweat  was  on  his  brow, 
His  garments  were  all  dusty. 

His  step  was  very  slow; 
Still  he  kept  pressing  forward, 

For  he  was  wending  home. 
He  shouted  as  he  journeyed, 

"  Deliverance  will  come." 


3  The  songsters  in  their  arbors. 

The  pleasures  of  the  way, 
Attracted  his  attention, 

Inviting  his  delay; 
Still  he  kept  pressing  forward, 

For  he  was  nearing  home. 
He  shouted  as  he  journeyed, 

"  Deliverance  will  come." 


4  Then  I  saw  him  in  the  evening. 

When  the  sun  was  bending  low; 
He'd  overtopped  the  mountain. 

And  reached  the  vale  below; 
His  eyes  were  dull  and  heavy, 

His  journey  it  was  done; 
He  shouted  as  it  ended, 

'•  Deliverance  will  come." 


5  Then  they  closed  the  blinds  around  him. 

And  locked  him  up  alone, 
That  nothing  might  disturb  him, 

Till  his  best  friend  should  come. 
Hope  made  for  him  a  pillow. 

And  faith  a  garment  rare. 
To  keep  him  in  his  slumbers 

Till  Jesus  should  appear. 


6  At  length  the  trumpet  sounded. 

The  shadows  fled  away. 
The  gilding  rays  of  gloiy 

Proclaimed  the  light  of  day; 
Then  when  the  light  of  morning 

Broke  in  his  little  room. 
He  rose  and  cried  "  Hosanna, 

Deliverance  has  come  !" 


7  Then  I  heard  a  song  of  triumph— 

He  sang  upon  that  shore, 
Saying,  "Jesus  has  redeemed  me, 

I'll  suffer  now  no  more." 
Then  casting  his  eye  backward 

On  the  race  which  he  had  run, 
He  raised  the  loud  hosanna, 

"  Deliverance  has  come!" 
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Admonition  and  Warning. 


930.  Boylston, 

1  Destruction's  dangerous  road 


S.  M. 


What  multitudes  pursue ! 
"While  that  which  leads  the  soul  to  God, 
Is  known  or  sought  by  few. 

2  Believers  find  the  way 

Through  Christ  the  living  gate ; 
But  those  who  hate  this  holy  way, 
Complain  it  is  too  strait. 

3  If  self  must  be  denied, 

And  sin  no  more  caressed. 
They  rather  choose  the  way  that's  wide, 
And  strive  to  think  it  best. 

4  Encompass'd  by  a  throng. 

On  numbers  they  depend; 
They  say.  So  many  can't  be  wrong, 
And  miss  a  happy  end. 

6  But  hear  the  Saviour's  word, 
"  Strive  for  the  heav'uly  gate, 
Many  will  call  upon  the  Lord, 
And  find  their  cries  too  late." 

6  Obey  the  gospel  call, 

And  enter  while  you  may; 
The  flock  of  Christ  is  always  small, 
And  none  are  safe  but  they. 

7  Lord,  open  sinners'  eyes, 

Their  awful  state  to  see ; 
And  make  them,  ere  the  storm  arise, 
To  Thee  for  safety  flee. 


331. 


•tnvern* 


L.  M. 


333. 


SiloaiH. 


CM. 


1  See  how  the  worthless  bramble  stands 

Beneath  the  burning  sky ; 
Wither'd  and  parch'd  in  barren  sands. 
And  only  grows  to  die. 

2  Such  is  the  sinner's  awful  case. 

Who  makes  the  world  his  trust; 
And  dares  his  confidence  to  place 
In  vanity  and  dust. 

3  A  secret  curse  destroys  his  root, 

And  dries  its  moisture  up; 
He  lives  awhile,  but  bears  no  fruit. 
Then  dies  without  a  hope. 


1  One  awful  word  which  Jesus  spoke 

Against  the  tree  that  bore  no  fruit, 
More  dreadful  than  the  lightning's  stroke. 
Blasted  and  dried  it  to  the  root. 

2  How  many,  who  the  gospel  hear, 

Whom  Satau  blinds,  and  sin  deceives. 
May  with  this  wither'd  tree  compare  ? — 
They  yield  no  fruit,  but  only  leaves. 

3  Knowledge,  and  zeal,  and  gifts,  and  talk, 

Unless  combin'd  with  faith  and  love. 
And  witness'd  by  a  gospel  walk. 
Will  not  a  true  profession  prove. 

4  Without  such  fruit  as  God  expects, 

Knowledge   will    make   our   state    the 
worse; 
The  fruitless  sinner  he  rejects, 
And  soon  will  blast  them  with  his  curse. 


333.  FleyeVa  Hymn,  73. 

1  Sinner,  art  thou  still  secure? 

Wilt  thou  still  refuse  to  pray? 
Can  thy  heart  or  hands  endure 
In  the  Lord's  avenging  day? 

2  See,  his  mighty  arm  is  bar'd ! 

Awful  terrors  clothe  his  brow ! 
For  his  judgment  stand  prepar'd. 
Thou  must  either  break  or  bow. 

3  At  his  presence  nature  shakes, 

Earth  affrighted  hastes  to  flee; 
Solid  mountains  melt  like  wax, 
What  will  then  become  of  thee? 

4  Who  his  advent  may  abide? 

You  that  glory  in  your  shame. 
Will  you  find  a  place  to  hide, 
When  the  world  is  wrapt  in  flame  ? 

5  Let  us  now  our  day  improve. 

Listen  to  the  gospel's  voice; 
Seek  the  things  that  are  above; 
Scorn  the  world's  pretended  joys. 


334. 


S,  M 


1  Ye  who  in  former  days 

Were  found  at  Zion's  gate; 
Who  seemed  to  walk  in  wisdom's  w.-^ys, 
And  told  your  happy  state; 

2  But  now  to  sin  draw  back, 

And  love  again  to  stray. 
The  narrow  path  of  life  forsake. 
And  choose  the  beaten  way ; 

3  Think  not  your  names  above 

Are  written  with  the  saints ; 
The  promise  of  unchanging  love 
Is  His  who  never  faints. 

4  Your  transient  joy  and  peace, 

Your  deeper  dooms  have  sealed, 
Unless  you  wake  to  righteousness. 
Ere  judgment  is  reveal'd. 


Adraonition  and  Warning. 
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335. 


JPortnsfil* 


L.  M. 


1  The  summer  harvest  spreads  the  field, 

Mark— how    the    whitening    fields    are 
turn'd! 
Behold  them  to  the  reapers  yield; 
The  wheat  is  sav'd— the  tares  are  burn'd. 

2  Thus  the  great  Judge, with  glory  crown'd. 

Descends  to  reap  the  ripea'd  earth! 
Angelic  guards  attend  him  down, 
The  same  who  sang  his  humble  birth. 
8  In  sounds  of  glory  hear  him  speak, 

"  Go,  search  around  the  flaming  world; 
Haste,  call  my  saints  to  rise,  and  take 
The  seats  from  which  their  foes  were 
hurl'd." 

4  Thus  ends  the  harvest  of  the  earth; 
Angels  obey  the  awful  voice; 
They  save  the  wheat,  they  burn  the  chaff. 
All  heaven  approves  the  sov'reign  choice. 


335.  Greenwich,     L.  M.  Double. 

1  Life  is  the  lime  to  serve  the  Lord, 
The  time  t'  insure  the  great  reward; 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  burn, 
The  vilest  sinner  may  return. 

2  Tne  living  know  that  they  must  die; 
But  all  the  dead  forgotten  lie; 

Their  mem'ry  and  their  sense  are  gone; 
Alike  unknowing  and  unknown. 

3  Their  hatred,  and  their  love  are  lost, 
Their  envy  buried  in  the  dust; 
They  have  no  share  in  all  that's  done 
Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  sun. 

4  Then  w 'iat  my  thoughts  design  to  do. 
My  hands  with  all  your  might  pursue; 
Since  no  device,  nor  work,  is  found, 
Nor  faith,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  ground. 


339'. 


^*htdhain. 


L.M. 


1  Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death, 

And  thousands  walk  together  there; 
But  wisdom  shows  a  narrow  path. 
With  here  and  there  a  traveller. 

2  "  Deny  thyself  and  take  thy  cross,—" 

Is  the  Redeemer's  great  command; 
Nature  must  count  her  gold  but  dross, 
If  she  would  gain  this  heavenly  land. 
8  The  fearful  soul  that  tires  and  faints. 
And  walks  the  ways  of  God  no  more, 
Is  but  esteemed  almost  a  saint. 
And  makes  his  own  destruction  sure. 


4  Lord !  let  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain : 
Create  my  heart  entirely  new; 
"Which  hypocrites  could  ne'er  attain, 
"Which  false  apostates  never  knew. 


33§. 


Ortonville, 


C.  M. 


1  Repent !  the  voice  celestial  cries ; 

No  longer  dare  delay; 
The  soul  that  scorns  the  mandate  dit 
And  meets  a  fier.y  day, 

2  No  more  the  sovereign  eye  of  God, 

O'erlooks  the  crimes  of  men; 
His  heralds  now  are  sent  abroad 
To  warn  the  world  of  sin. 

3  O  sinners,  in  his  presence  bow, 

And  all  your  guilt  confess; 
Accept  the  offered  Saviour  now, 
Nor  trifle  with  his  grace. 

4  Amazing  love,  that  j^et  will  call. 

And  yet  prolong  our  days ! 
Our  hearts,  subdued  by  goodness,  fall. 
And  weep,  and  love,  and  praise. 


339. 


JLeitox* 


H.  M. 


1  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 

The  gladly  solemn  sound! 
Let  all  the  nations  know. 

To  earth's  remotest  bound, 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

2  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

Hath  full  atonement  made; 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 

Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad. 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

3  Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell. 

Your  liberty  receive, 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell, 

And  blest  in  Jesus  live. 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

4  Ye  who  have  sold  for  nought 

Your  heritage  above, 
Shall  have  it  back  unbought. 

The  gift  of  Jesus'  love. 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

5  The  gospel  trumpet  hear. 

The  news  of  heavenly  grace; 
And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 

Before  your  Saviour's  face. 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  borne. 
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Admonitioii  and  Warning. 


340. 


Fleyel'g  Hymn, 


7s. 


1  Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  your  Maker,  asks  you  why? 
God,  who  did  your  being  give, 
Made  you  with  himself  to  live. 

2  Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you  why? 
He  who  did  your  souls  retrieve. 
Died  himself  that  you  might  live. 

8  Will  you  let  him  die  in  vain  ? 
Crucify  your  Lord  again  ? 
Why,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  his  grace,  and  die? 


341. 


Jflantua*  6s  &  4s.  Peculiar. 


Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Filled  with  dismay. 

Wait  not  for  to-morrow, 
Yield  thee  to-day; 

Heaven  bids  thee  come, 

While  yet  there's  room; 

Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Hear  and  obey. 


2  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Why  wilt  thou  die? 
Come,  while  thou  canst  borrow 

Help  from  on  high ; 
Grieve  not  that  love, 
Which  from  above. 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Would  bring  thee  nigh. 

3  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Lift  up  thine  eye ! 
Soon  will  dawn  the  morrow, 

Jesus  is  nigh ! 
In  that  bright  home, 
Graven  thy  name; 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Swift  homeward  fly. 

4  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Where  wilt  thou  be? 
In  that  long  to-morrow, 

Eternity, 
Driven  from  home, 
Destruction  will  come ; 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Where  wilt  thou  flee  ? 


The  Eden  of  MJove* 


P.M. 


1  We're  bound  for  the  land  of  the  pure  and  the  holy. 

The  home  of  the  happy,  the  kingdom  of  love ; 
Ye  wand'rers  from  God"in  the  broad  road  of  folly, 
O  say,  will  you  go  to  the  Eden  of  love  ? 
Cho. — Will  you  go,  will  yoa  go,  will  you  go,  will  you  go, 
O  say,  will  you  go,  to  the  Eden  of  love? 

2  In  that  blessed  land  neither  sighing  nor  anguish 

Can  breathe  in  the  fields  where  tlie  glorihed  rove; 
Ye  heart  burden'd  ones,  who  in  misery  languish, 
O  say,  will  you  go  to  the  Eden  of  love?— Cho. 

8  No  fraud,  nor  deceit,  nor  the  hand  of  oppression. 
Can  injure  the  dwellers  in  that  holy  grove, 
No  wickedness  there,  not  a  shade  of  transgression; 
O  say,  will  you  go  to  the  Eden  of  love?— Cho. 

4  No  poverty  there— no,  the  saints  are  all  wealthy, 

The  heirs  of  his  glory  whose  nature  is  love ; 
Nor  sickness  can  reach  them,  that  country  is  healthy j 
O  say,  will  you  go  to  the  Eden  of  love  ?— Cho. 

5  A.nd  yet,  guilty  sinner,  we  would  not  forsake  thee. 

We  halt  yet  a  moment  as  onward  we  move; 
O  come  to  thy  Lord,  in  his  arms  he  will  take  thee, 
And  bear  thee  along  to  the  Eden  of  love.— Cho. 


Invitation. 
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343. 


Buckiusliont, 


CM. 


1  Retv/rn,  O  wanderer,  return! 

And  seek  thy  Father's  face! 
These  new  desires,  which  in  thee  burn, 
Were  kindled  by  his  grace. 

2  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return! 

He  hears  thy  humble  sigh ; 
He  sees  thy  softened  spirit  mourn, 
When  no  one  else  is  nigh. 

3  Kfturn,  O  wanderer,  now  return! 

Thy  Saviour  bids  thee  live; 
bow  to  his  word,  and  grateful  learn 
How  freely  he'll  forgive. 

i  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return! 
And  wipe  the  falling  tear! 
The  Father  calls,  no  longer  roam, 
'Tis  love  invites  thee  near. 


243. 


8s  &  7s. 


1  One,  there  is,  above  all  others, 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend; 
His  is  love,  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end. 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us, 

Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood? 
But  this  Saviour  died  to  have  us 
Reconcil'd  in  him  to  God. 

3  When  he  liv'd  on  earth  abased, 

Friend  of  sinners  was  his  name; 
Now,  above  all  glory  raised, 
He  rejoices  in  the  same. 

4  Oh,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften ! 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love; 
We,  alas !  forget  too  often 
AVhat  a  Friend  we  have  above. 


344. 


8s  &  7s. 


1  As  the  serpent,  raised  by  Moses, 

Heal'd  the  burning  serpent's  bito; 
Jesus  then  himself  discloses, 
To  the  wounded  sinner's  sight. 

2  Hear  his  gracious  invitation : 

"  I  have  life  and  peace  to  give; 
I  have  wrought  out  full  salvation; 
Sinner,  look  to  me  and  live." 


3  Dearest  Saviour,  we  adore  thee 
For  thy  precious  life  and  death; 
Melt  each  stubborn  heart  before  thee, 
Give  us  all  the  eye  of  faith. 


345. 


JWiltnoi, 


8s  &  78. 


1  Behold  a  stranger  at  the  door! 

He  gently  knocks,  has  knocked  before; 
Hath  waited  long — is  waiting  still; 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 

2  Oh,  lovely  attitude,  he  stands 

With  melting  heart  and  loaded  hands! 
Oh,  matchless  kindness!  and  he  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  his  foes. 

3  But  will  he  prove  a  friend  indeed  ? 
He  will ;  the  very  friend  you  need; 
The  friend  of  sinners — yes,  'tis  He, 
With  garments  dyed  on  Calvary. 

4  Rise,  touch 'd  with  gratitude  divine; 
Turn  out  his  enemy  and  thine, 
That  soul-destroying  monster,  sin. 
And  let  the  heavenly  stranger  in. 

5  Admit  him,  ere  his  anger  bum; 
His  feet  departed,  ne'er  return ; 
Admit  him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand, 
You'll  at  His  door  rejected  stand. 


343. 


Swanwickm 


C.  M. 


1  "  Unhappy  city !  had'st  thou  known- 

Then  were  thy  peace  secure ; 

But  now  the  day  of  grace  is  gone. 

And  thy  destruction's  sure." 

2  Thus  to  the  Jews  the  Saviour  calls, 

As  near  their  gates  he  stood. 
His  eyes  beheld  their  guilty  walls. 
And  wept  a  sacred  flood. 

3  And  can  mine  eyes,  without  a  tear, 

A  weeping  Saviour  see? 
Shall  I  not  weep  his  groans  to  hear. 
Who  groan'd  and  died  for  me  ? 

4  Blest  Jesus !  let  those  tears  of  thine 

Subdue  each  stubborn  foe ; 
Come,  fill  my  heart  with  love  divine. 
And  bid  my  sorrows  flow. 
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34r. 


Greenvitte,        8s,  7s  &  45. 


1  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden, 

Lost  and  ruin'd  by  the  fall ; 

If  you  tarry  till  you're  better. 

You  will  never  come  at  all; 

Not  the  righteous — 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to  call. 


2  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 
Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream; 
All  the  fitness  he  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him ; 

This  he  gives  you — 
'Tis  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 


3  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Lo !  your  Saviour  prostrate  lies ! 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him; 
Hear  him  cry  before  he  dies, 

"It  is  finished:" 
Sinners," will  not  this  suffice? 


Lo !  the  Son  of  God  ascended, 
Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood; 

Venture  on  him,  venture  wholly. 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude : 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 


6  Saints  and  angels,  join'd  in  concert. 

Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb ; 

While  the  blissful  seats  of  heaven, 

Sweetly  echo  with  his  name; 

Hallelujah  !— 
Sinners  here  may  sing  the  same. 


348. 

1  Come,  sinners,  attend, 

And  make  no  delay; 
Good  news  from  a  friend 

I  bring  you  to-day; 
Glad  news  of  salvation 

Come  now  and  receive; 
There's  no  condemnation 

To  them  that  believe. 


5s  &  6s. 


2  I  AM  THAT  I  AM 

Hath  sent  me  to  you; 
Glad  news  to  proclaim, 

Your  sins  to  subdue; 
To  you,  O  distressed, 

A.fflicted,  forlorn, 
Whose  sins  are  increased, 

And  cannot  be  borne. 

3  But  still  if  3^ou  cry 

Oh,  what  is  his  name? 
You  have  the  replv, 

I  AM  THAT  I  AM: 
Though  blind,  lame,  and  feeble. 

And  helpless  you  lie, 
He's  willing  and  able 

Your  wants  to  supply. 

4  Then  only  believe, 

And  trust  in  his  name; 
He  will  not  deceive. 

Nor  put  you  to  shame; 
But  fully  supply  you 

With  all  things  in  store; 
Nor  will  he  deny  you 

Because  you  are  poor. 


349.  Bray.  C.  M. 

1  Let  every  mortal  ear  attend, 

And  every  heart  rejoice ! 
The  trumpet  of  the  gospel  sounds. 
With  an  inviting  voice. 

2  Ho!  all  ye  hungry,  starving  souls. 

Who  feed  upon  the  wind, — 
And  vainly  strive  with  earthly  joys, 
To  fill  an  empty  mind : — 

3  Eternal  wisdom  has  prepar'd 

A  soul-reviving  feast ; 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 
The  rich  provision  taste. 

4  Ho !  ye  who  pant  for  living  streams, 

And  pine  away  and  die; 
Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirst 
With  springs  that  never  dry. 

5  The  happy  gates  of  gospel  grace 

Stand  open  all  the  day; 
Lord,  we  are  come  to  seek  supplies. 
And  drive  our  wants  away. 


Invitation. 
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350. 


Brest, 


3,  7s  &  4s. 


1  Sinners,  will  you  scorn  the  message 

Sent  in  mercy  from  above? 
Every  sentence— oh,  how  tender! 
Every  line  is  full  of  love ; 

Listen  to  it — 
Every  line  is  full  of  love. 

2  Hear  the  heralds  of  the  gospel, 

News  from  Zion's  King  proclaim, 
To  each  rebel  sinner — "  Fardon," 
"  Free  forgiveness  in  his  name ;" 

How  important! 
Free  forgiveness  in  his  name ! 

3  False  professors,  grov'ling  worldlings, 

Callous  hearers  of  the  word, 
While  the  messengers  address  you, 
Take  the  warning  they  afford ; 

We  entreat  you. 
Take  the  warning  they  afford. 
i  Who  hath  our  report  believed? 
AVho  received  the  joyful  word? 
Who  embrac'd  the  news  of  pardon 
Offer'd  to  you  by  the  Lord? 

Can  you  slight  it — 
Offer'd  to  you  by  the  Lord! 


351. 


CM. 


1  At  Jacob's  well  a  stranger  sought 

His  drooping  frame  to  cheer; 
Samaria's  daughter  little  thought 
That  Jacob's  God  was  near. 

2  This  had  she  known,  her  fainting  mind 

For  richer  draughts  had  sighed; 
Nor  had  Messiah,  ever  kind, 
Those  richer  draughts  denied. 

3  The  man,  who  came  on  earth  to  die, 

How  few  ap|)ear  to  know ! 
The  friend  of  sinners,  passing  by. 
Is  still  esteemed  a  foe. 

4  The  sinner  must  the  stranger  know, 

Or  soon  his  loss  deplore ; 
Behold !  the  living  waters  flow; 
Come — drink,  and  thirst  no  more. 


353. 


tMtuerica, 


S.M. 


1  To-morrow,  Lord,  is  thine, 

Lodg'd  in  thy  sov'reign  hand; 
And,  if  its  sun  arise  and  shine. 
It  shines  by  thy  command. 

2  Since  on  this  winged  hour 

Eternity  is  hung. 
Waken  by  thy  almighty  power, 
The  aged  and  the  young. 


3  To  Jesus  may  we  fly. 

Swift  as  the  morning  light. 
Lest  life's  young  golden  beam  should  die 
In  sudden,  endless  night. 


353. 


IThe  Sinner's  Intitalion* 

63  &  78. 


1  Sinner,  go,  will  you  go 

To  the  highlands  of  Eden? 
Where  the  storms  never  blow. 

And  the  long  summer's  given; 
Where  the  bright  blooming  flowers 

Are  their  odors  emitting. 
And  the  leaves  of  the  bowers 

In  the  breezes  are  flitting. 

2  Where  the  saints,  robed  in  white. 

Cleansed  in  life's  flowing  fountain. 
Shining  beauteous  and  bright. 

Shall  inhabit  the  mountain : 
Where  no  sin,  nor  dismay. 

Neither  trouble,  nor  sorrow. 
Will  be  felt  for  a  day. 

Nor  be  feared  for  the  morro-w. 

3  He's  prepared  thee  a  home, 

Sinner,  canst  thou  believe  it? 
And  invites  thee  to  come. 

Sinner,  wilt  thou  receive  it? 
Oh,  come,  sinner,  come, 

For  the  tide  is  receding. 
And  the  Saviour  will  soon. 

And  forever,  cease  pleading. 


3«>4r.  JWe  are  passing  away,  L.  IVL 

1  To-day,  if  you  will  hear  his  voice, 
Now  is  the  time  to  make  your  choice ; 
Say,  will  you  to  Mount  Zion  go? 
Say,  will  you  have  this  Christ,  or  no? 

We  are  passing  away,  &c. 

2  Ye  wandering  souls,  who  find  no  rest. 
Say,  will  you  be  forever  blest  ? 

Will  you  be  saved  from  death  and  sin. 
And  crowns  of  fadeless  glory  win  ? 
We  are  passing  away,  &c. 

3  Come  now,  dear  youth,  for  ruin  bound, 
Obey  the  gospel's  joyful  sound ; 
Come,  go  with  us,  and  you  shall  prove 
The  joy  of  Christ's  redeeming  love. 

We  are  passing  away,  &c. 

4  Once  more  we  ask  you,  in  his  name, 
For  yet  his  love  remains  the  same, 
Say,  will  you  to  Mount  Zion  go? 
Say,  will  you  have  this  Christ,  or  no  f 

We  are  passing  away,  &c. 


lao 


Penitence. 


d35.     TaUe  my  Beari,       8s  &  7s. 

Take  iny  heart,  O  Father,  take  it, 

Make  and  keep  it  all  thine  own; 
Let  thy  Spirit  melt  and  break  it. 

Turn  to  flesh  this  heart  of  stone. 
Heav'nly  Father,  deign  to  mould  it. 

In  obedience  to  thy  will; 
A.nd,  as  passing  years  unfold  it, 

Keep  it  meek  and  child-like  still. 


2  Father,  make  it  pure  and  lowly, 

Peaceful,  kind,  and  free  from  strife, 
Turning  from  the  paths  unholy, 

Of  this  vain  and  sinful  life. 
May  the  blood  of  Jesus  heal  it. 

And  its  sins  be  all  forgiven ; 
Holy  Spirit,  take  and  seal  it. 

Guide  it  in  the  path  to  heaven. 


356. 


Ifutidee. 


C.  M. 


1  Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed, 
And  did  my  Saviour  die? 
Did  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I? 


2  "Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree? 
Amazing  pity!  grace  unknown! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 

8  "Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide. 
And  shut  his  glories  in : 
When  Christ,  the  man  of  sorrows,  died 
For  man  the  creature's  sin. 


4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face, 
"While  his  dear  cross  appears ; 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears. 


6  But  floods  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away — 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 


357*  JfWartyit,         7s.  Double. 

Cross  of  Christ. 

1  Cross  of  Christ,  O  sacred  tree. 
Hide  my  sins  and  shelter  me; 
Claim  or  merit  have  I  none, 

I  am  vile  and  all  undone; 
I  to  Thee  for  succor  fly, — 
Give  me  refuge  or  I  die. 
Cross  of  Christ,  O  sacred  tree, 
AJI  my  hopes  are  hung  on  thee. 

2  Cross  of  Christ,  O  sacred  tree. 
Let  me  to  thy  shadow  flee; 
Here  they  mocked  the  Crucified, 
Here  the  royal  sufferer  died : 
Here  was  shed  the  atoning  blood. 
Till  it  crimsoned  all  the  sod ; 
Cross  of  Christ.  O  sacred  tree, 
Can  the  guilty  trust  in  thee? 

8  Cross  of  Christ,  O  sacred  tree. 
Type  of  love's  deep  mysterj-. 
'Twas  my  sins  provoked  this  love, 
I  this  matchless  passion  moved; 
For  my  soul  this  love  was  stored ; 
On  my  head  the  blessing  poured; 
Cross  of  Christ,  O  sacred  tree. 
Now  I  solve  love's  mystery. 

4  Cross  of  Christ.  O  sacred  tree, 
This  my  boast  shall  ever  be, 
That  the  biood  for  me  was  shed, 
That  for  me  He  groaned  and  bled; 
Now  I  catch  that  gracious  eye, 
Now  I  know  I  shall  not  die ; 
Cross  of  Christ,  O  sacred  tree. 
All  my  guilt  is  lost  in  thee ! 


25S.  BoyUtoit,  S.  M. 

1  A  sinful  man  am  I, 

Therefore  I  come  to  Thee ; 

To  Thee  the  holy  and  the  just. 

That  Thou  mayst  pity  me. 

2  "Wert  Thou  not  righteous,  Lord, 

I  dare  not  come  to  Thee. 
It  is  a  righteous  pardon,  Lord, 
Alone  that  suiteth  me. 

8  Our  God  is  love, — we  come; 
Our  God  is  light.— we  stay; 
Abiding  ever  in  His  word. 
And  walking  in  His  way. 

4  Mercy  and  truth  are  His, 
Unchanging  faithfulness ; 
The  cross  is  all  our  boast  and  trust; 
And  Jesus  is  our  peace. 
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359. 


BINGHAM.   S.  M. 


Geo.  e.  Lkb. 


1.  Thythot'sare     here,    my  God,  Expressed      in     words    di  -  vine; 

2.  A -cross  the        a   -   ges  they  Have  reach'd  us     fiom      a   -    far; 


:t4:--J=::]=::z^=i-:r 


^T 


3.    Moredu  -  ra  -  ble     they  stand  Than  the      e    -  ter  -    nal    hills; 


m^ 


-0 ^- 


=1: 


-^j- 


^- 


=1- 


±1=^ 


h-=^-v^ 


*#=j-- 


^v-^ 

:j!^ 


--t- 


y^z 


J 


The    ut  -ter-ance  of   heavenly  lips       In     ev-'ry        sa-  credline. 
Than  the  bright  gold,more  golden  they,    Pur -er  than     pur  -  est   star. 


^ipp^^lni 


Far  sweeter,    and  more  mu-  si-  cal     Than  mu  -  sic      of  earth's  rills. 


4  A  thoiisand  hammers  keen,  5  It  standeth,  and  will  stand, 

With  fiery  force  and  strain,  Without  or  change  or  age ; 

Brought  down  on  it,  in  rage  and  hate  The  word  of  majesty  and  light, 

Have  struck  this  gem  in  vain.  The  church's  heritage. 


laa 


MiscellaneoTis. 


4-^ 


-^- 


360.  OVER  YONDER. 

S.  C.  Hancock. 

I.  Oh,     to     be      o  -  ver  yonder,  in       that  bright  land  of  won  -    der. 


r^' 


^i|-S^S^PIilif 


2.  Oh,     to     be     o-  ver  yonder!  my     yearning  heart  grows  fond 


er 


n^ 


M:--t3 


f^M^^JEE^-t'^i^- 


::??^ 


d2.i=i:5ri^ 


|7-^T-#- 


#q-« 


f^i 


ffl! 


-/-/ 


^9- 


::1=T 


P^^^^S-"^ 


Where  the  an     gel  vol-  ces  min-  gle,  And  the  an-  gel    harp  -  ers  ring ! 


Of       look  -  ing  to    the  east-  ward    to       see  the    day-  star  bring 


Be^^ 


E^ 


:^=^i 


-^- 


:^L 


iSl 


y^|z|^t^^ 


■:=i 


^t 


To  be  free  from  pain  and  sor-row,   And  the  anxious,drear  to-mor-ro  w. 


a^l^ij|^gpi^[i|ri^^Mi 


Some  tid-ingsof      the    wak-ing,     The  cloudless,  pure  day  breaking; 
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"Over  Yonder."   Concluded. 


_/5) « /« M—  _S1_—  - 


(^ 


:5L 


?E*^^ 


-<5'- 


v-t 


^ 


IH 


And  to  rest  in  light   and  sun  -  shine  in   the  presence  of  the  King ! 


J.  N 


■+—- ^- 


My       heart  is  yearning,  yearn  -  ing    for  the  coming  of  the   King. 


■*»■.■♦ 


3  Oh,  to  be  over  yonder!  alas!  I  sigh  and  ponder. 

Why  clings  my  heart,  world-weary,  unto  any  earthly  thing? 
Each  tie  of  earth  must  sever,  and  pass  away  forever; 
But  there's  no  more  separation  in  the  presence  of  the  King. 


4  Oh,  to  be  over  yonder !    The  longing  gro weth  stronger, 

And  sweet  hope  the  distance  lessens,  like  a  dove  on  rapid  wing. 
O  time,  with  fleeter  iDinion,  bring  down  my  Lord's  dominion, 
That  my  soul  may  rest  forever  in  the  presence  of  the  King. 


5  Oh,  to  be  over  yonder,  in  that  bright  land  of  wonder, 

Where  life,  and  light,  and  sunshine  touch  every  hallowed  thing! 
Where  the  day-beam  is  unshaded,  pure  and  good  as  he  who  made  it,— 
The  land  of  love  eternal,  Jesus  is  the  worthy  King. 


6  Oh,  when  sliall  I  be  dwelling  where  the  angel  voices  swelling, 
In  triumphant  hallelujahs,  make  the  vaulted  heavens  rmg; 
Where  the  pearly  gates  are  gleaming,  and  the  morning  star  is  beamh  g,- 
Oh!  when  shall  I  be  yonder,  in  the  presence  of  the  King? 
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331. 


SIGHING  FOR  HOME. 


Amanda  bailey. 


-^T-:^ 


i^ 1~! ->  -  -I -^  — 1^!- 


sigh  -  ing  forhoine,wheietheKingin    his     glo-  ry     Shall  banish  all 
sigh -iiig  for  home,  where  the  songs  of  the  raiisom'd   Shall  echotheii 


-- Nt-N- 


^. — *-    -     - 


l^zzin 


iv-^- 


t^r-^^-A-4 


^^- 


3.  I'm 

4.  I'm 


sigh-  ing  forhome,wherenoties  shall  be  broken,\V  here  death  cannot 
sigh-  iugfor  home,and  the  tho't  th at"  tis  nearing  Makes  me  cry  the  ru  ore 


0-0T-. 


\— > N 


\  0-0—0 — if^zn^zi^z:^ 


^-\^\     i^=H^— ^— #-F»T>T-»-  0\  0-0—0 — ^1^^—^:^—0—0—0 — ^^"5 


sor  -  row,  and  scatter   all  gloom ;  I  sigh  for  the  land  M'here  the  youth  and  the 
strains  thro'out  heaven's  high  dome!  I  sigh  for  the  day  when  all  hearts  shall  be 


en-  ter  and  cause    us  to  mourn;    I  sigh  for  the  rest  of  which  prophets  have 
ear  -  nest  for    Je  -  sus  to  come ;  I'll  sigh  for  the  kingdom  till  Clirist  shall, ap- 


/rs 


—1 — i-i-i 


-4-U7- 


hoa- ry  Shall  dwell  in  bright E-den,  for  -  ev- er      at  home.  Sweet  home, 
gladden'd ;  The  pilgrims'  sweet  rest  and  the  saints'  happy  home. Sweet  home, 


U-^-l-.-H^-H^- 


-^— >f 


H-N- 


— 1-_#-^--~« -ca.! € — I — • — «_^ — -e-i^^-.^.— '  0 — 

go  home. 


1;!;^: 


spo-ken,  The  blest  rest!  -  tu  -  tlon,— I  long  to 
pear-iug,    Permit  me  to  en  -  termylonglook'dfor  home. 


^-iN— h 


mimmM^^^^^^Tm^^^^ 


Sweet  home, 
Sweet  home. 
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"Sighing  for  Home."   Concluded. 


1?  Jl=S3li:  ^  — ,' ^ 1 > 1 ^ wl ^-  ^E3^i — 1-31 


Sweet  home, Shall  dwell  in  bright  E  -  den,  For-  ev  -  er     at     home. 
Sweet  home,  The  pilgrims'  sweet  rest  And  the  saints'  hap-  py     home. 
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Sweet  home,  The  blest  res  -  tl  -  tu- tion,— I     long   to      go      home. 
Sweet  home,  Permit    me      to     en  -  ter    my  long  look'd  for     home. 


L^. 
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Lorcfs  Supper. 


CM. 


1  Thy  broken  body,  gracious  Lord ! 

Is  shadowed  by  this  broken  bread, 
The  wine  which  in  this  cup  is  pour'd, 
Points  to  the  blood  which  thou  hast  shed. 

2  And  while  we  meet  together  thus, 

We  show  that  we  are  one  in  Thee; 

Thy  precious  blood  was  shed  for  us; 

Thy  death,  O  Lord,  has  set  us  free. 

3  We  have  one  hope— //ta<  Thou  wilt  come; 

Thee  in  the  air  we  wait  to  see : 
When  Thou  wilt  give  thy  saints  a  home, 
And  we  shall  ever  reign  with  Thee. 


Lord's  Supper. 


S.  M. 


1  Jesus  invites  his  saints 

To  meet  around  his  board; 
Here  pardoned  rebels  sit,  and  hold 
Communion  with  their  Lord. 

2  For  food  he  gives  his  flesh ; 

-   He  bids  us  drink  his  blood ; 
Amazing  favor — matchless  grace 
Of  our  descending  Lord. 

I  Let  all  our  powers  be  joined 
His  glorious  name  to  raise ; 
Let  joy  and  love  fill  every  mind, 
And  every  voice  be  praise. 


TWHlloughbtf, 

Baptism. 


C.  P.  M. 


1  Salem's  great  King,  Jesus  by  name, 
In  ancient  times  to  Jordan  came, 

All  righteousness  to  fill ; 
'Twas  there  the  ancient  baptist  stood, 
Whose  name  was  John — a  man  of  God — 

To  do  his  Master's  will. 

2  Down  in  old  Jordan's  rolling  st»-uam, 
The  baptist  led  the  holy  Lamb, 

And  there  did  him  baptize; 
Jehovah  saw  his  darling  Son, 
And  was  well  pleased  with  what  he'd  done, 

And  owned  him  from  the  skies. 

3  This  is  my  Son,  Jehovah  cries; 
On  Him  to  rest  the  Spirit  flies ; 

O,  children,  hear  ye  him ! 
Hark!  'tis  his  voice;  behold,  he  cries, 
Repent,  believe,  and  be  baptized, 

And  wash  away  your  sins. 

4  Come,  children,  come;  his  voice  obey; 
Salem's  bright  King  has  marked  the  way, 

And  has  a  crown  prepared ; 
O  then  arise  and  give  consent, 
Walk  in  the  way  that  Jesus  went, 

And  have  the  great  reward. 
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1.    Thy  works 


OCEAN.    C.  M. 


Swan. 
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of    glo  -  ry,  migh- ty  Lord, That  rule  the  boisterous  sea, 
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1.    Thy  works 
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The  sons         of   cour- age  shall  re -cord,  Who  tempt  that  dangerous  way. 
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The  sons         of  cour -age  shall  re  -  eord,Who  tempt  that  dangerous  way. 
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At  thy  command  the  winds  a-  rise, 


At  thy  command  the 
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At  thy  com  mand  the  winds  arise,  And  swell  the  to w'ring 
At  thy  command  the  w'inds  a  -  rise.  And  swell     the  tow'ring  waves,  And 
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At  thy  command  the  winds  a- rise,  And  swell  the  tow'ring  waves, 
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Ocean."   Concluded. 
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winds  a  -  rise,And  swell    . 


.   the  to w'ring  waves.  Themen,  as-tonished, 
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waves, 
swell  the  tow'ring  waves. 


Tlie  men,  as  -  tonished, 
The  men,  as  -  tonished, 


mount  the    skies,   And     sink  .  .  . 
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ing    graves. 


mount  the  skies,  And     sink 
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Jfgiilennial  Ifatmtu 


7s  &  63. 


1  The  loving  moon  is  springing 

From  night's  unloving  gloom; 
And  earth  seems  now  arising 

In  beauty  from  the  tomb. 
See  daylight  far  above  us, 

Tinging  each  cloudy  wreath, 
•    Ere  it  showers  itself  in  splendor 

Upon  the  plain  beneath. 

2  'TJs  sparkling  on  the  mountain-peak, 

'Tis  hurrying  down  the  vale, 
'Tls  bursting  thro'  the  forest  boughs, 

'Tis  fresh'ning  in  the  gale. 
O'er  the  churchyard  it  is  resting,  — 

On  stone,  and  grass,  and  mould, 
Giving  voice  to  each  gray  tombstone, 

As  to  Memnon's  harp  of  old. 


3  O  the  gay  burst  of  beauty 

That  is  flashing  over  earth. 
And  calling  forth  its  millions 

To  holy  morning  mirth ! 
Yet  look  we  for  a  sunrise 

More  beautiful  than  this ; 
And  watch  we  for  a  dawning 

Uf  purer  light  and  bliss. 

4  When  a  far  fairer  morning 

O'er  greener  hills  shall  rise, 
And  a  far  fresher  sunlight 

Looks  down  from  bluer  skies . 
Is  not  creation  weary  ? 

Has  sin  not  reigned  too  long? 
Hear,  Lord,  thy  church's  pleading, 

Come,  end  her  night  of  wrong  I 


1S8 


Miscellaneous. 


^3 


363. 

UiasoN. 
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FEW  DAYS. 


.^_ 


Arr.  by  Chas.  C.  Baekeb. 
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1.    We  can  -  not  stay  on      this  camp-ground,       Few  days,       Few  days, 
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We     can  -    not  stay     on     tWs  camp-ground,        For  we're  going  home. 
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We    wait  to  hear    the   tram  -  pet  sound. 


Few  days,       few  days, 
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We     wait     to  hear     the     trum  -  pet  3ound,Then  we're  going  home. 
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Few  Days."  Concluded- 


CHORUS. 


It— ^. 
We're    go  -  tng 
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ver    yon  -  der, 
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Few  days.        Few    days, 
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We're     go-    ing       o  -    ver  yon  -  der, 


Yes,we're  going     home. 
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2  Wake  the  song  of  Jubilee,  few  days,  few  days,  &c. 
Let  it  break  across  the  sea,  few  days,  few  days,  &c. 

For  we're  going  home.  —  Cho. 

3  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  pearly  gates,  few  days,  few  days.  &c. 
A  mighty  host  before  you  waits,  few  days,  few  days,  &c. 

And  they're  going  home.  —  Cho. 

4  We'll  be  within  the  city  lines,  few  days,  few  days,  &c. 
For  in  the  east  our  day-star  shines,  few  days,  few  days,  Sec. 

And  we're  going  home.  —  Cho. 

6  The  palm  trees  wave  within  our  sight,  few  days,  few  days,  &c. 
.  Upon  the  hills  of  life  and  light,  few  days,  few  days,  &c. 
Where  we're  going  home.  —  Cho. 


6  We'll  no  more  need  to  sing  this  song,  few  days,  few  days,  <%o. 
The  blessed  day  will  be  so  long,  few  days,  few  days,  kc. 
When  we  get  home. — Cho. 
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2d4. 


WEST  SUDBURY.  S.  M. 


Billings. 


1.  What  if    the  saint      must  die, 

2.  What  if    the  prom  -  ised   life 


And   lodge     a   -  mong    the   tombs, 
Be      bid    with  Christ    a  -  while; 
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row  place,  Holds  now   the 
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vie  -   tor      slain, 


He  need   not  mourn,  he  shall     re  -  turn,  Re-  joic  -  ing       as 
In  faith  and   trust,    be-  neath  the    dust  We'll  lay  him   with 


he  comes. 
a    smile. 
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Tho' death  shall  hold     him  down,  With  bandsand  mighty    bars, 
Tho' death  may  vaunt- ing   stand,  With  foot    up-  on    the   sod, 


sky, Whose  sun  shall  nev 
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"West  Sudbury."   Concluded. 
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Yet     he    shall  rise  up     to      the  skies,    And  sing    a  -   niong  the  stars. 
He    on-  ly  sleeps,while  Je  -  sus  keeps    His  re  -  cord   pure  with  God. 
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The   precious  name  is     writ      In     flame :  Out  God    re  -  members  yet. 
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Old  Hundred.  L.  M. 

1  Be  Thou,  O  God,  exalted  high, 
And,  as  thy  glory  fills  the  sky. 
So  let  it  be  on  earth  displayed, 
Till  Thou  art  here  as  there  obeyed. 

Old  Hundred.  L.  M. 

2  Praise  God, from  whom  all  blessings  flow; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Dedication.  L.  M. 

3  All  glory,  while  the  ages  run, 
Be  to  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

Who  rose  from  death ;  the  same  to  Thee, 
O  Holy  Ghost,  eternally. 

Dedication.  L.  M. 

4  "Worthy  the  Lamb  of  boundless  sway, — 

In  earth  and  heaven  the  Lord  of  all! 
let  all  the  powers  of  earth  obey. 
And  low  before  His  footstool  fall. 


Old  Hundred. 


L.  M. 


Let  all  that  wait  the  Coming  King, 
Kow  to  his  name  sweet  praises  bring; 


He  cometh  quickly!  sound  it  high. 
Till  echoes  meet  the  vocal  sky. 

2  Earth  shall  depart,  and,  like  a  scroll, 
The  passing  heavens  together  roll, 
For  Jesus'  faithful  words  shall  be 
Enduring  as  eternity. 

3  Now  let  thy  kingdom  come,  O  Lord, 
As  thou  hast  promised  in  thy  word — 
Fill  earth  with  glory  like  a  sea— 
Oh !  speak  the  word,  and  it  shall  be. 

JPletfcPs  nytun.  7s. 

Lord's  Supper. 

1  Bread  of  heaven !  on  thee  we  feed. 
For  thy  flesh  is  meat  indeed; 
Ever  let  our  souls  be  fed 

With  this  true  and  living  bread! 

2  Vine  of  heaven!  thy  blood  supplies 
This  blest  cup  of  sacrifice ; 

Lord,  thy  wounds  our  healing  give. 
To  thy  cross  we  look  and  live. 

8  Day  by  day  with  strength  supplied. 
Through  the  life  of  him  who  died ; 
Lord  of  life!  oh  let  us  be 
Rooted,  grafted,  built  on  thee  I 
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GENEVA.   C.  M, 


J.  Cole. 


WlienalltliymercieSjO  my     God,My  ris-iiig  soul  surv^eys, 

^  My  ris-ing  soul  surveys, 
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When  all  thy  mercies.O  my  God, My  rising    soul 


surveys, 
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Transport-ed     ^ith     the  view,rm  lost 


In  wonder , love  an  d  p raise . 


Transported     with    the view.I'm lost  In  won-  der,  love, 
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and  praise. 


Transported  with  the  viewjl'm  lost  In    wonder,     love,       andpraise. 


2  O,  how  can  words  with  equal  warmth 

Tlie  gratitude  declare, 
That  glows  within  my  ravished  heart? 
But  thou  canst  read  it  there. 

3  To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear, 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  tho'ts  had  learned 
To  form  themselves  in  prayer. 

4  When  in  the  slipp'ry  paths  of  youth, 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran, 


Thine  arm,  unseen,  convey'd  me  safe. 
And  led  me  up  to  man. 

b  Thro'  hidden  dangers,  toils  and  deaths. 
It  gently  cleared  my  way ; 
And  thro'  the  pleasing  snares  of  vice, 
More  to  be  feared  than  they. 

6  Thro'  all  eternity  to  thee 
A  grateful  song  I'll  raise; 
But,  O,  eternity's  too  short 
To  utter  all  thy  praise. 
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266. 


NORTH  SALEM.   C  M. 


OjWhat  hath  Jesms  bought  for  me !  B  efore  my  ravish  'd  eyes 
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1.  O  what  hath  Jesus  bought  for  me!  Before  my  ravish'd  eyes 
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Kivers    of  lifedivine     I    see.Andtreesofpar- a- dise, 
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I  see,  And  trees  of   par- a-dise,Andtreesofpar- a- 

Riv- ers  of  life  di- vine  I    see,Audtreesofpar- a- 
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vine  i  see,And trees         of    par-a-dise, 
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And  trees  of  par-  a- 
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trees  of  par-a-  dise, 


Rivers    of  life  divine  I  see,  And  trees  of  par  -  adise. 
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dise, 


Rivers    of  life  divine  I    see,  And  trees  of  par  -  adise. 


2  I  see  the  blessed  saints  in  light, 

Who  taste  the  pleasure  there ; 
They  are  all  robed  in  spotless  white, 
And  conq'ring  palms  they  bear. 

3  In  hope  of  that  immortal  crown, 

I  now  the  cross  sustain; 
And  gladly  wander  up  and  down. 
And  smile  at  toil  and  pain. 


4  O,  what  are  all  my  sufTrings  here, 

If,  Lord,  thou  count  me  meet 
With  that  enraptured  host  t'  appear, 
And  worship  at  thy  feet? 

5  Give  joy  or  grief,  give  ease  or  pain, 

Take  life  or  friends  away ; 
But  let  me  find  them  all  again, 
In  that  eventful  day. 
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HARMONY.   C.  M. 


6.  E.  Lee. 


1.  Come,  ye  that  loA'e  your  gracious  Lord,  His      ta  -  ble  now  sur  - 

2.  In       mem'ry     of   yourdy-ing  Lord,Come,  eat  this    sa-cred 
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bread ; 
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3.  Ke  -  mem-  ber  now  his  dy  -  ing  groans,  His  bloody  sweat  and 
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tears ; 
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Come,  all    who  love  his  precious  "Word,  Where  faith  and  hope    a    -    bound. 
And  drink  ye    all   this   sa  -credwine, — His    bod  -  y  and     his       blood. 
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For      ev  -  'ry   soul   he  thus     a  -  tones,  And  drives  a  -  way  our        fears. 
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4  Then  upward  look  with  longing  eyes    5  O !  then  with  him  you'll  eat  the  bread, 
For  your  returning  Lord ;  And  drink  the  heavenly  wme; 

For  soon  he'll  come  from  yonder  skies.    While  crowns  of  gold  adorn  your  head 
Fulfilling  all  his  Word.  With  stars  that  brightly  shine. 
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3SS. 


ANTHEM.— Awake,  thou  fair  Virgin. 


1.    Awake,  thou  fair  Vir  -  gin, Christ  comes  once  again,Heav'n's  host  shouting 
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2.    A. wake,  thou  fair  Vir  -  gin  f  the  land  and  the  sea     Are  laid    un  -  der 
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round  liini,  join  thou  tlie  sweet  strain,Heaven's  host  shouting  round  him,  join  thou  the  sweet 
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strain,  Be  -  hold      him,  tri- um   -    jphant  in  glo -ryreveal'd,Thypardon,thy 
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tliee.That  the  night       of    thy  mourn  -    ing  is  sealed  10  the  past,And  the  flush  of  the 
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"Awake,  thou  fair  Virgin."   Continued. 


par  -  don    Jc-lio  -  vafi  lias  sealfd.Lifttliybead,thou  fair  Virgm,wliysliould'st  thou  re- 
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morning  breaks  sweetly  at  last.  0,  thou  vis-ion  ofbeautylO,  Church  pure  and 
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all    enraptured,  triumphant  now  sing,— Ho-sau-na,  Hosan  -  na,  to  Je-sus  our  King! 
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ex  -alt  -  a  -  tion  tliy  freed  lips  now  sing, — Ho-san-na,  Ho-  san-  na,  to  Je-sus  onrKing. 
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339. 


Sop. 


SUMMER  EVENING. 


(English.) 


1  How  fine     has 

2  Just  such       is 

Alto. 
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the       day    been,  how    bright  was     the       sun, 
the       Christian, —  his     race        he       be  -  gins 
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How    love  -  ly     and     joy  -   ful      the  course   he        has 
Like  a  fine     ris  -  ing    sun ;  when     he  mourns  for         his 


run; 
sins. 


-0- 


— ' 1 a" 


Tho'     he     rose 
Now     he    melts 


in        a       mist,   when   his      race    he     be  -  gun, 
in    -  to      tears,  then     he    breaks  out  and  shines, 


}m^= 


I 1 1- 1  -: a 

—m  —^ ^ ^ 


g 


e=^ — ^ — y- 


t^_l 


1^—0- 


And    there    fol  -    lowed  some  drop  -pings     of      rain. 
And  trav  -    els      his    heav  -  en    -  ly       way, 
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Miscellaneous. 


"Summer  Evening"     Continued. 


g^ 


azzz: 


g^^ 


-;i: 


v^rp 


:i=r«_-=^- 


And     there       fol     -  lowed  some    drop  -  pings         of        rain. 
And  trav    -    els       his      heav    -  en    -     ly        way. 


Uxisoif. 


ti&s^. 


i^Jzi 


1  But    as       the     fair  trav'-  ler 


^W^ 


,^E^ 


0—i—\ H- 


2  But    as       he    comes  near  -  er 


-1 Ti T-ff- 


iSfel 


H k- 


i^ir^r 


he  comes      to        the 


west, 


--I— 


-=r^' 


"-::':5c; 


to      fin  -    ish      his 


race. 


.•riL_^_^_^ 


^b!l=i: 


-T i- 


5- 

— I- 


'-^'- 


m^ 


Like  a  fine       set  -    ting  sun,       he       looks  rich  -    er 


^ 


zizd: 


-o- 


■X 


-H-T 


His  rays       are        all  gold,        in        his     glo    -     ry        he's  drest, 


-J==.f, TJ:-i= -^ q:::zgl=zr : 


in    grace, 


Q-  0 S — -1 1 ■• 


Miscellaneous. 
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"Summer  Evening."   ConcFuded. 


in    -      to     rest, 

;*=*» ^>»7 


And  gives       a         sure    hope       at     the     end 


lite 


of 


^-Ti:1: 


his      days 


ipzrr: 


:^i 


And  foretells  a  bright  ris-ing      a -gain. 


§S^ 


—K, r- 


:^— J— ^: 


T--^-- 

£: 


=~4: 


m^^^ 


bright-  er 


ar    -    ray. 


:?=^ 


itZJZ 


m 
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Miscellaneous. 


39^0. 


GROVER. 


1.     O  Lord      my    God, 

2      O  Christ,       I       cry 

3.     They    weigh     me     down 


^ ^ -"—§-« j 


-U- . 


--4—^ 


-r 


-i«- 


— (i?- 


Give 
With 
Un 


1 


Chas.  C.  Barker. 


'Or 

un    -     to    me 
trem-  blinglips, 
to         the  dust; 


f^m 


3^ 


i=^^. 


:J^ii 


The  joy      of      thy     sal 

Thattliouwouldstraakepe  • 

Aud,wea  -  ry     with    con 


.<•»•-. 


V- 


■•-       #. 


-»— 


va  tion : 
ti  -  tion, 
fes  -  sion, 


m 


Vile,       weak   am     I; 
Might  -    y      and  strong, 
I'll      mute  -  ly    wait 


fr.v.Lr-=Ai-=tX-X: 


-h 


r- 


-—(51- 


-i& 


Pure  sov'reign,    thou;  O     bless  me      with    compas   -   sion. 

Be    -    fore  the  throne.      For     man  -  y       sins'     re  -  mis  -    sion. 
TilJ      thou  hast  made  A-  vail    thy        in  -  ter- ces    -   sion. 


^ZTC: 


T 


-^ , ^--r-^* ^ 9 ^-   f-^ ^ IT 


4  I  know  that  thou 
Canst  lift  me  up, 

Perchance  by  bitter  trial; 
I'll  take  whate'er 
Thy  fiand  doth  send 

Of  cross  or  self-denial. 


5  O  blessed  love! 

In  suffering  thou 
Didst  learn  our  human  story; 

And  still  dost  bear, 

Our  sorrows  keen, 
Tho'  crown'd  with  Kingly  glory. 


WAITING 

371.    Words  by  Geo.  Thomson. 


PILGRTMS, 
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Music  by  Geo.  B.  Lbk, 


-A- ' a — a- 

-'* — 0 0- 


Chcerfully  }^ 

1.  There  are  bands  of  wait-ing     pil  -  grims, 

2.  Tliey  are  wait  -  ing  'neath  the    al    -    tar 
-      -0.  _^_  -^_     _^_ 


the    line ; 
how  long,** 


■\ 1 ^ ^— T— S P ^-r- 

:^=:S£E=^_-=:»z:|=*i=:tzc:EF 


"We       are  wait  -ing,wait-iug,  wait-ing 


To 


^1 


re-ceive       the  great 


reward. 


1^ — 1^-- •— j H — H — H-Li — r 


^  -t^! 


3.  They  are  waiting  in  the  ocean, 

In  the  mighty  deep  ; 
Waiting  for  the  trumpet's  sounding, 
Loudly  calling  them  from  sleep.  Cho. 

4.  Rachel's  children  too  are  waiting 

In  the  foes'  domain  ; 
But  with  all  the  sleeping  captives, 
Soon  will  they  come  back  again.  Cho. 
6.  They  are  waiting  on  their  couches, 
Of  afiaiction  sore, 


They  are  waiting  for  redemption, 

Then  to  suffer  pain  no  more. 
They  are  waiting  in  the  valley, 

Poor  and  lowly  too  ; 
Great  will  be  their  exaltation. 

When  the  train  of  glory's  due. 
7.  They  are  waiting  on  the  moxintain, 

Singing  songs  of  praise  ; 
Waiting  for  the  angel  choir, 

Soon  to  join  their  higher  lays.     Cho. 


Cho. 


Cho. 


142 


LIFT  YOUR   VOICES. 


Words  by  W.  T.    From  "  The  Christian,"  May  1872. 


Miisic  by  Geo.  E.  Lee. 


Ste 


1.  He       is  coming — long  ex-jject  -  ed — He,   the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven; 

2.  He      is  coming!  not  the  stranger    Once    before    to  earth    he  came; 

^ 0 — a 0-r0 0 — 0 i r-s • — ' r-r^ 1----#^=-r 


-1 r- 


1/     ' 


.0    0 — 0 — 0 — [ — p-= — 0 — ^ — y- 
(B-qB — ^^=iS — }i— t-t — \/-Xzzi/. 


-/«- 


j« 


3.    Ye    who  love  your  Lord's  appearing,  Soon  shall  see  him  eye     to  eye. 


'. H-  J g ~0 0-VM 0 ^-^ 1| 1_^ Q S ^ 

—0~  —0— 


-3— ^IZ 


-0^ 


He  who  once  by  man    re  -  ject  -  ed     From  his  rightfvil  throne  was  driven 
Not  the  child  of  Bethlehem's  manger,  Not    the  Naz  -  a  -  rene     by  name. 

n 


U___ 0 o — 0 0-^0 0 — a- J — 0 — p__ 0  —0 0 —  0 _ — 0  _  , 

§:&a^E:EE=E:fe3E^!E?EE:?^ESi?^!EEEl 


With  this  hope  your  spirits    cheering,    Sing,  "  Eedemption  draweth  nigh. 


Chorus. 


/T\ 


l—L.*' » A ^ I •? a 1. 


is  coming  .'lift  your  voi  -  ces.    All    ye    suffering  tribes  of  men  I 


-tf- 


-Itf — 0- 

ipzzfi: 


:p=?ii^ 


tr^ 1 tf-^tf — 0-^—a — 1^-'-''=^=="—  "-"-tf-; — ^T  -' — ' ' ■-' 

*^  .....  .  .     -0-  -    .  .   .  -0-  -0x 


See !  the  wil 


derness  rejoices.  Hark !  the  woods  take  up    the     strain. 


|i:ij:tt=ts=|=:t^ 


1-5: 


0—00 — 0- 

-, 1 — I I— . 

■0 — 0- 


See  J  the  wilderness  re-joic-€s. 


=tn 


^- 


-0*-0 


fT 


m 


Haik !  the  woods  take  up  the  strain. 


8T3. 


Affetuoso. 


BE   NOT  WEARY. 
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fm4. 


ifeiinl: 


"Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  E.  Lek. 


_^l_«_.^__j- 


1.      Child    of  God,  be  thou  not  wea    -  ry,  Tho'  the  way  be  dark  and  drear-y ; 
2*  Would' st  thou  reap  a  harvest  glo-rious?  Wovdd'stthou  be  o'er  foes  vic-to-rious? 


V — 1>— >^ — y- 


-O. 


mf 


m 


-N—Nid^ifcii: 


r 


-•. 


— N 


=F=?=3 


— !■ 

i— ^ 


Tho'  the  storms  and  tempests  rise, 
Nev  -  er     fal-ter  by  the  way, 


J^p_  :5^  t:2^ 


§ifeS^^^5353i 


I£z2it2~ 


r— I — T~h::;~T- 


ii 


5 — «-|-<; — 0i-0-^-<Sf—i 

Press  thee  onward  for  the  prize. 
Clingto  Je  -  sus,day  by    day. 


-\/-A/- 


-tT^ 


Chorus. 


Glo  -  ry,    glo-ry  to  the  Lamb ! 

'0-      -0-      -#•  -0-         '0-    -^-' 


RHard. 


'TT  r         rv    ,'v     S     I  \J    \J    ^ 


Shout  for  joy. 


ye  sons  of  men, 

*'  ITS 


'^    y  y    , 
Christ  is  com-ing  soon,    to    reign. 


In  the  cross  of  Jesus,  glory, 

Tell  with  joy  the  wondrous  story; 

Lift  the  song  of  triumph  high, 

Lo  !  the  kingdom  now  is  nigh.— Cho. 

Still  rejoice  !  thy  burden  bearing, 

Christ  is  with  thee,  ever  sharing 

All  thy  woes  and  daily  care, 

Ever  list'ning  to  thy  prayer.— Cho. 


^gn 


5.  Cheer  thee  up !  the  day  is  nearing ! 
Welcome  thou  its  glad  appearing ; 
Christ  with  angels  soon  will  come, 
Gathering  all  the  reapers  home.— Cho. 

6.  Hallelujah !  let  the  echo, 

Ring  o'er  earth,  and  wave,  and  billow  ; 

Let  the  joyful  anthem  be  : 

Praise  the  Lord  I  salvation's  free.— Cno. 
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THE  SONG  OF   REDEMPTION. 


274. 

"Words  from  the  Gbrmak. 


Music  by  Geo.  E.  Lzs. 


feps:^'--' 


-0 0—0 — 0\-0'—0 

r 

1.  Rejoice!  all  ye    believers,  And  let  your  lights  appear  ;    The  evening    is    ad  -  vanc-ing, 

2.  Sse  that  your  lamps  are  burning.  Replenish  them  -with  oil.    And  wait  for  your  sal  -  va  -  tion, 

3.  Ye  saints, who  here  in  patience,  Your  cross  and  sufferings  tor3,Shall  Uve  and  reigu  for  -  ev  -  er, 

^--^        -^-  ^    -0-    ^    ^^^  ^^      -      0-^1^    0 


^M — ^1 — Nr-I — 1-1— '^r-' — ^-^  -^ 


~X 


-0 


JM- 


I 


The  midnight  now  is  near. 
The  end  of  earthly  toil. 
Where  sorrow  is     no    more. 


§:* 

kJLZ 

r'3- 

:p:-^ 

-^ 

rS:-s 

-P-- 

_^_,_ 

-P-^ 

-0~ 

1        i 

The  Bridegroom  is  a  -  ris  -  ing,  And  soon  he  draweth  nigh, 
The  watchers  on  the  mountain, Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near; 
Around  the  throne  of    glorj%      The  Lamb  ye  shall  be  -  hold  ; 

-*.  ^  ^  ^  ^  -^i  Ht     ^  :f  i_«_x{^. 


Chorus. 


.     •  \     \       I        Ik  unurus.  ,^^ 


Up,  up,  and  watch  aTidwrestle,At  midnight  comes  the  cry.  Re-joice,    rejoice, 
Go  meet  him  as     he  cometh,  With  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahs  clear. 
In  triumph  cast  before  him,Your  di -a-dems  of     gold. 


I     I 


Rejoice,  rejoice, 

rit. 


With  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahs  clear.      Rejoice !  ye  heirs  of     glory,      The  blessed  Saviour's  near. 


FOLLOW    JESUS. 
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875.  Duett. 


John  Jack  man. 


— fe>- 


--v-]- 


js--^ 


H 


1.  Who'll  be  the  next  to  fol  -  low  Jesus  ?  Who'll  be  the  next  His  cross  to  bear? 

2.  Who'll  be  the  next  to  fol  -  low  Jesus  ?  Who'll  be  the  next  to  praise  his  name? 
#-  -^       p-^  P-    p-      -P~ 

P- f-'—h-^ ?-- -? f-- 


Sii=li 


:?=^: 


miif 


Xz\ 


X 


^ — <a- 


1 


Some  one  is  ready,   some  one  is  waiting ;  Who'll  be  the  next  a  crown  to  wear  ? 
Who'll  swell  the  chorus  of  free  redemption — Sing,Hal-le-lu-jah !  praise  the  Lamb? 


+-1 


-^'■ 


:E=f^^^: 


^-^ — r 

■p- — h- 


J—fL 


-?-- 


=E 


:.N— ^ 


::r 


H*— «!-—<©- 


Tin: 
«- 

-H- 


^zisj^:>-i^:i?5j 


1 — ^-  «-  j- 


Who'll  be  the  next? 

the  next 


f *r-^ — (^ ' 

Who'll  be  the  next  ?      Who'll  be  the  next  to  follow 


Ml_|* I , 1__ 

V — \/, 


\-^ 


« . 


the  next 


-*v  *-*—*— *—• 


u^ 0 — 5?- 


f^- 


9—& 


Je    -  -  sus?  Who'll  be  the  next  to  follow  Jesus  now?  Follow,  follow  Jesus  now. 


-0-S- 


m     mm     *.-#^/»- -  -#-I^P-#-     !-«?--# 

# — FtF — F--I — I P-j 1 — r» — # — «?-!  »■ 


Jesus,  follow  Jesus. 


-Vi/-- 1 


^_|^-|/„;^- 


q-t 


g 


146      276.  REST   OVER   THERE. 

Words  by  M.  V.  Saxtmarsh.  /7N  Music  by  Geo.  E.  Lee. 

1.  O  Christian,  toil  on,     work, work  while  'tis  day,  And  soon  a  bright  crown  you  will  gain, 

2.  Though  often  your  heart  is        sad  and  oppressed,  And    weary     of     toil    you  may  be  ; 

3.  Yes,  Think  of  that  home,  of       that  happy  home,    Its    glories  have  nev  -  tr  been  told  ; 


^_^f5'_^_/i-r-^— • r^ h- 


i^rNr 


:qM--F?=*-^-TS3=3: 


•^ — ■ — 

-I i  ^! — !  ""I — j — ^-  i-f^ — 0 — ^~h^ — I — 4 


v->- 


In  the  land  of  the  blest  the  weary  shall  rest.  Fromla-bor,  temptation,  and  pain. 
0,thjn  think  of  that  home  where  grief  is  unknown,  That  Jesus  has  promised  to  thee. 
O.yourrest  will  be  sweot,  your  joy  be  complete.      In     yonder  bright  ci  -  ty  of    gold, 

I 1 —     ^3       A     -^-   -0-  -0-    -I H —    H m     ^       ^1       »      _       ''T^ 


rrcxrpE 


.ft   Pt^ 


£ 


42— p.- 

— t— 


t: 


cgjzi^ri.: 


;E=rf 


-"&: 


11^ 


.^_^-^^2_^,. 


,Chont,s. 


E^=: 


— 0  -»_i-^ 


l^     •       VA/ 


H— ■:;-  -iS" — 0—0— 


t' 


,-- ?— I- 


o  • 


15 1:1: 


:^i 


§i 


There  is 


rest 


o  -  ver  there. 


blessed  rest 


_^^_-^_/f_^--^ 


ii|g^-ii^c3rr5S 


o  -  ver  there, 

-0    -0  -0-0  0- 

There  is  rest    over  there.over  there, blessed  rest,sweet  rest  over  there.over  there; 


±±Xp^-x-\;ui\-/. 


rzriprn=t=t:: 


0—0-0-0 0-0 


Js-Ai 


Best,    sweet  rest,       o  •  ver 


a2_-:i-4 


:#-#-Li 1^ — >< — I — '--i ' 0 — i — • — 5-L-(^^J» 


there, 

■0-        -0- 


o  -  ver  there,    Where  sor  -  row  will  come    never  -  more. 


sweet  rest 

-0- 


,9:rEi=ti-ii-k: 


'— f 


:[=rz:i;ir:: 


^: 

T=?=tJ: 


:k=^=:^=t=p 


3^^ 


Uuve,    over  there,  sweet  rest      o  -  ver  there.  Where     aor  -  row  will  come    never  -  more. 


299. 


THE  OLD,  OLD  STORY. 

From  *•  Songs  of  Devotion,"  by  permission  of  W.  H.  DoANB. 
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1.  Tell  me  the  old,  old  story  Ofunseetithincrs  above,    Of  Jesus  and  his  glo-ry,  Of 
2.  Tell  me  the  story  slowly, Tliat  I  may  take  it  in  — That  wonderful  redemption.God's 


■*v-. 

Je  -sus  and  His  love, 
rem-e  -  dv  for    sin. 


^^:* 


-^T^-^ 

4.:*-^- 


9r: 


#— # 


-1= 


Tell   methesto-ry  sim-ply,    As  to    a    lit-tle  child, 
Tell  methesto-rv    of -ten,  For  I    for-get  so  soon! 


•*»• 


± 


IDL 


^T-«- 


"h: 


■Gn'    -*- 


r-l— I- 


/TN 


Chorus. 


#^ 


0 — -^ — I — <i^4    I   '*'  I-  I      i-v-#^»— I 


|: 


For  I  am  weak  and  weary.  And  helpless  and  defiled.  Tell  me  the  old,  old  story, 
The  "early  dew"  of  morning  Flas  passed  away  at  noon. 


■9-    -^    ■0-    ■»-    -^ 


■0-    -0-   -^   -^ 


p^SEfEEEJ^-pE&^_i^EE^HE5ErESEF3EFS^ 
^1 — I — \ — [-jp^r  rr #— *-i| i  i — \^^—\ — p=p~h-i 


-^^-J- 


-«•- 


-^^i=^>M 


j3=I 


gi — j^--*— *?-, 


'ffl: 


Tcllme  theold,  oldsto  -  ry,  Tell  me  the  old,oIdsto-ry  Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 


A   ^'-»- 


9^ 


^ 


(? 


.(S. 


s 


!2^^«,_flS-_ 


■# — ^^1 i^ — •— #■ 


^    ft »  n—^—^. 


--h- 


i/    ^ 


if: 


:^:^*- 


I      I     /TS 


t=:t=i=t: 


-le-j 


1- 


3  Tell  me  the  story  softly, 

With  earnest  tones  and  grave ; 
Remember!  Fm  the  sinner 

Whom  Jesus  came  to  save. 
Tell  me  that  story  always, 

If  3'ou  would  really  be, 
In  any  time  of  trouble, 

A  comforter  tome.    Chotitts. 


4  Tell  me  the  same  old  story, 
When  you  have  cause  to  fear 
That  this  world's  empty  glory 

Is  costing  me  too  dear. 
Yes,  and  when  that  world's  glory 

Is  drawing  on  my  sotil, 
Tell  me  the  oid,  old  story  : 
•'Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole.' 
Chorus. 
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278.      Tune.— The  Sweet  Bye  and  Bye. 

The  Immortal  Shore. 

O  that  land  that  the  seers  l;ave  foretold. 

So  holy,  so  puie,  and  so  fair; 
And  that  city  with  streets  of  pure  gold 

Makes  me  oftentimes  sigli  to  be  tuere. 
Cho.    'JS'eath  the  clear  sunny  sky, 
We  shall  meet  on  that  immortal  shore 
that  is  nigh; 
'Neath  the  clear  sunny  sky, 

We  shall  sing  on  that  immortal  shore. 
O  those  mountains  with  beautiful  bowers, 

W  here  the  warblers  sing  sweet  in  tlie  trees ; 
And  the  valleys  with  sweet  blooming  flowers 

Send  their  odors  afar  on  the  breeze. 
O  Zion,  so  sacred  and  bright! 

The  ransomed  with  singing  shall  come, 
And  stand  on  thy  beautilul  height 

With  Jesus,  forever  at  home. 

0  tliou  land  so  delightful  and  lair, 
Where  no  tears  can  bedim  any  eye; 

My  heart  and  affections  are  there, — 
I  rejoice  that 't  is  specially  nigh. 

Tune  on  p.  157. 

279.     Jesus  Saves  Me. 

1  am  so  glad  that  the  Bible  is  mine, 
Light  on  its  pages  from  h<'av  n  doth  shine, 
Tellinir  most  clearly  the  kingdom  is  near. 
When  in  his  glory  the  King  will  appear. 
Cho.    I  am  so  glad  that  Jesus  saves  me, 

Jesus  saves  me,  Je-us  saves  me, 

I  am  so  glad  that  Jesus  saves  me, 

Jesus  saves  me,  poor  me. 
I  am  so  glad  that  the  Father  loved  me. 
And  opened  a  fountain  on  Jlount  Calvary; 
To  save  man  irova.  sin  and  to  make  him  an 

heir 
In  the  kingdom  of  glory  when  Christ  shall 

appear. 

Tlien  if  the  Lord  in  his  mercy  will  bring 
Me  in  the  kingdom  to  see  the  blest  King; 
This,  then,  my  anthem  shall  evermore  be, 
Oh !  what  a  wonder  that  Jesus  saved  me! 

There  where  the  streamlets  eternally  glide, 
And  sweet  blooming  flowers  grow  up  by 

their  side; 
Tliere  with  the  angels  I'll  evermore  sing. 
Glory  and  honor  to  Salem's  great  King! 

There,  in  the  city  of  bright  golden  streets. 
The  saints  of  all  ages  transported  I'll  greet. 
And  there,  mid  the  glory,  the  greatest  will 

be 
The  wonderful  love  of  the  Saviour  for  me 


28o.The  Sweet  Bye  and  Bye. 

There's  a  land  that  is  fairer  than  day, 
And  by  laith  we  may  see  it  afar. 

For  the  Father  waits  over  the  way, 
To  prepare  us  a  dwelling-i)lace  there. 

Chorus:— In  the  sweet  bye  and  bye. 
We  shall  meet  on  that  beautilul  shore 

We  shall  sing  on  that  beautiful  shore 
The  melodious  songs  ot  tie  blest, 

And  our  spirits  shall  sorrow  no  more^ 
Not  a  sigh  lor  the  blessing  of  rest. 

To  our  bountiful  Fatlier  above 
We  will  oiler  the  tribute  of  praise, 

For  the  glorious  gift  of  his  love, 
And  the  blessings  that  hallow  our  days. 

ChoTrns:—\n  the  sweet  bye  and  bye, 
We  shall  praise  on  that  beautiful  shore 


281. 


TiTNE,  Christian's  Voyage. 

Near  the  Shore. 


Though  the  ocean  surges  'round  me. 
And  the  white  crests  leap  and  loam, 

Uark!  my  loving  Captain  calls  me. 
And  will  biing  me  safely  home. 

Chorus: 
We  are  near  to  the  dawn  cf  morning. 
When  the  winds  will  cease  to  roar: 
Watch!  for  the  Bridegroom  soon  is  com- 
ing.— 
Then  we'll  land  on  Canaan's  shore. 

See!  the  signal  lights  are  gleaming 
'Mid  the  angry  bieakers'  roar; 

Light  upon  our  chart  is  streaming 
Brighter  as  we  near  the  there. 

Swert  the  odors  are  perfuming 
Breeze?  from  bright  Ed  n's  plains: 

Hark!  the  angels  are  attuning 
Melody  of  s\veete=t  strains. 

There  the  balmy  zephyrs  blowingr. 
And  the  crystal  streamlets  glide. 

While  the  fragrant  flowers,  blooming, 
Wave  in  beauty  on  their  side. 

There  the  realm  is  filled  with  glory 

As  the  waters  fill  the  sea ; 
And  th*^  rnnsomed  tell  the  story, 

"  King  Emmanuel  died  for  me." 

While  the  angel  bands  are  singing 
"Glory!  glory!  to  our  King," 

There  a  song  is  ever  ringing 
That  the  angels  cannot  sing. 


JOHANN.     C.  M. 


282. 


149 

M.  Heit&t  Knox. 


-I  -  — *i — m—\ — « — ' 1 1 a — .H  I- 


im^E^^^ 


a^—ai — « 


1.    Must  Je-susbear    the  cross   a -lone,    And    all    the  world    go    free? 

m.      m      a        -*-  ^^-  -*-   »  m     -•"  -  • 


No !  there's  a  cross    for  eve  -  ry  one,    And  there's  a    cross    for     me. 
.0.      .0.     .0- 


ft— 


,p.-^_tr__-|r_ 
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THE   CHRISTIAN'S   VOYAGE. 

383.  Freedmen  Melody.  Arraoged  by  Geo.  E.  Leb. 


1.    The'  the  sea  isjrough  and  storm  -  y,      And  the  winds  blow  fierce  and  loud ; 

■0~  -•-   -9-   -0-  -0-  -0- 


-0~   -0-  -&-  -O-9-0-  -0- 


Clio. — We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sail    -    ing,   Homeward  bound  we  swiftly  glide 


-^ 


FFSEEEEEtEJiF? 

=^1 'Q-''J-\j-\j-\j-^f 


»- : — # — - — 0—0—& — #-'-#^ 

Je  -  sus  Christ  will  be  my    Cap 

-»-•    -9-   -0-  -0^-  -0-  -0- 

BT:t^EEEEEEEEEEE-p 

"We     are  out  on  the  ocean  sail 


lihzs: 


^i^z:^ 


-^ -^-A 


^^/ 


3333=ggfi^ 


tain,  And  I'll  make  the  port  at    last. 


^  T=2n=F=H 


EEe 


inft     To        a  home  beyond  the  tide. 
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HAPPY  DAY.     L.  M. 


o       I    ri  -I  |=:^r-r-r~  I  J— ^ 


^ — \ — ^J 


^}Ei^^^^ 
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I  /    Oh    hap-py    day      that  fixed     my  choice     On  thee,  my    Sa  -  yioiir    and  my  God ! ) 
•(.  Well  may  this  glow  -    ing    heart    re-joice,    And  tell  its    rap  -  tures     all      a-broad.  / 


-^  ^-■ 


^^S  K--«— ! — »-h • — I *-h h-| — : — ' — ^-- — ^ — »— »  i — ^t 

=i±z\--Szjz±=^ 1 f  — ril±=:bi^.zzizz=zh=z=.-t=u=L:-.E5^t 


Fine. 


dh^z:=± 


0    -<^- 


iNc::t=t:z3 
■d--&-i — # 


— T' 


^ <?— «    - 


Hap  -    py  day, 
D.S.— Hap  -    py  day, 


iiiEl 


hap   -    py    day.    When    Je  -  sus  washed    my    sins     a  -  way ! 
hap   -    py    day,    When    Je  -  sus  washed    my    sins     a  -  way  1 


M i^o.1  Segr^, 

S-— H 1 ' \ —  V 1 \-  }-«&  -  -h  - 1 ' 1 —  I — T — I 1 i-  ■  h'^^— H 

s_^ — 0 — 0  -^— — » — K? — 0-Y^-i-Y-0—^—0-t^— — » — 10 — »-[-t&l'A\ 


He  taught  me  how 


to    watch    and  pray,    And  Uve    re 
-g— «— « 


joic  -  ing     eve  -  ry    day ; 
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285.  Mrs,  Brown. 


WOODSTOCK.     C.  M.        d.  button,  jr. 

-J_J    ' 


-^J 


Il7rd=i 
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1.  I     love     to    steal      a  -  while    a  -  way 

2.  I     love     to    think    on     mar  -  cies  past, 

3.  I     love    by    faith     to     take     a     view 


From  eve  -  ry     cumbering 

And    f u  -  ture  good    im 

Of     brighter    serines  in 

i  _    -»^        _ 


care, 

plore, 
heaven ; 


zzI^iI^z::=:E 
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And    spend  the  hoiuB  of        set  -  ting  day 

And     all      my  cares  and      sorrows     cast 

The     prospect  doth  my     strength  renew, 

_i2_  _^i.   _^   .O-  -^-  -/^^   -^-  -^ 


In     hum  -  ble. 
On      him  whom 
While  here      by 


grate   -  ful  prayer. 

I  a  -  dore. 

tern  -  pests  driven. 
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CORONATION,     C.  M. 


151 

Oliver  Holden. 


■4Z=rzj=j ^_d7T=Hi:::izz:d=z::lziiq 

•3 — |-f  — 1 1 — m — #--  -^ 1 — ^ — « — g 
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r 

L  Ail    hail  the  pow'r  of     Je  -  sus'  name !  Let  ai  -  gels  pr(»s-trate  fall ;   Bring 


-^-     -^-     -0-  -0        -^-     ^0 

— 5:_i»-i_i^ — 1^ — 1 i-fi — ; 1 1 — 

I       I       I 
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forth  the    roy  -  al      di  -  a  -  dcm,  And  crown  him  Lord 

^:tr[:zt:: 


:i-ii=z3i=q=:lT- 


-rr    w ^ 1- 

\ ' -I 0- 


IDZ" 


^   0^ 


— I- 


hV 


all 
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I        I  _       I 

forth  the  roy  -  al    di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  him   Lord  -  •  •        of 

**     *« 


I  J: 


0-j^-0- 


-L. 


:^: 


2  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, — 

A  remnant  weak  and  small, — 
Hail  him,  who  saves  ynu  by  his  grace, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Ye  gentile  sinners,  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  ga'.l ; 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe. 

On  this  terrestrial  ball. 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  hira  Lord  of  all. 

5  O,  that,  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 

We  at  his  f set  may  fall ! 
"We'll  join  the  ever'asting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

Edward  Perron  et. 


CONCLUDED  FROM  OPPOSITE  PAGE. 


1  Amid  the  joyous  scenes  of  earth. 

When  hope's  bright  vision  round  us  play. 
There  still  remains  an  hour  most  dear  : 
The  mem'ry  of  that  happy  day- 
Happy  day,  happy  day,  &c. 

2  Should  all  ttie  joys  of  earth  grow  dim, 

And  melt  like  farcy's  dreams  awaj. 
There  lingars  deep  within  the  heart. 
Fond  mem'ries  of  that  happy  day. 
Happy  day,  &c. 


3  When  sorrow's  clouds  around  us  lower. 

Amid  the  gloom  a  cheering  ray 
Com?3  gently  stealing  o'er  the  soul. 
It  is  the  memory  of  that  day, 
Happy  day,  <fec. 

4  When  death's  dark  shadows  gather  round 

When  nature's  noblest  powers  decay, 
A  spirit's  whispering  voice  recalls 
The  blesst  d  mem'ries  of  that  day, 
Happy  day,  &c. 

JoHji  M.  Evan  8. 
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RESTING  BY-AND-BY, 


Mnsie  by  Geo.  E-  Lek. 


Mzz9—jt 


1.  AVTien  faint  and  weary  toiling, The  sweat  drops  on  my  brow;  ) 

I  long  to  rest  from  la  -  bor, To  drop  the  burden  now.     >There  comes  a  gentle 
"Work  while  the  day  is  shining, There's  resting  by-and-by.     j 

2.  This  life  to  toil  is  giv  -  en,  And  he  improves  it  best, ") 

"Who  seeks  by  patient  la  -  bor,  To  enter     in-to  rest.  >Then,pilgrim, worn  and 
The  prize  is  straight  before  thee,There's  resting  by-and-by.  ) 
D.C.  _  f2_    ^  - 


r — ^-^-a. 
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-^ — : 
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B.C. 


CHORUS. 


-P. 


-#- .i>- 


:B.ts: 


-J-. 


chiding,  To  quell  each  mourning  sigh;  Eesting  by-and-by.There's resting  by-and-by, 
wea  -  ry,  Presson,the  goal  is  nigh;  Resting  by-and-by, There's  restingby-and  by. 
I     I  D.C. 


-ig^l^sli 


ii^: 


=i:  i 


-.-J— J- 


— ^ — a . — '- 1 — 1-^ — I — ^ — « — ^ 


We  shall  not  always  la  -  bor,AVe  shall  not  ahvays  cry ;  The  end  is  drawing  nearer. 
We  shall  not  always  la  -  bor,  We  shall  not  always  cry;.  The  end  is  drawing  nearer, 

— ^— ^— *— h-Tr- - 


The  end  for  which  we  sigh ;  ATe'U  lay  our  heavy  burdens  down,  There's  resting  by-and-by. 
The  end  for  which  we  sigh ;  We'll  lay  our  heavy  burdens  down ,  There's  resting  by-and-by. 

1 1 ^ t-h^- 


"^^^ 
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THE  VOICE  OF 

288.  Words  by  M.  V.  Saltmarsh. 


MY 


SAVIOUR.  153 

Millie  arranged  by  Geo.  E.  Lkk. 
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I i i — 


^ITF 


«5i  J-  - 


^ LJ — « — 0 

1.  AVeary  of  sin,    sigh-ing  for  rest,  Long  did  I  roam  in  this  dark  wilderness; 

2.  Then  I  beheld  Christ  in  his  love,  Looking  in  pit-y     on  me  from  a  bove, 

3.  Loudly  I  cried,  Lord,  I  will  go,  Gladly  I'll  leave  all  vain  things  here  below 


Chorus  —  Je-sus,  to  Thee, 


I     I     I       i  •  III 

B:-S^:3:i:iz:]=xE::]:i:E?E»zrf:a=iiEtz:t 


I  now  will  come,  No  more  in  sin  will  I  wonder  a-long; 


hi — 
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•-^— -rh-^ 
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-0 — *- 
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Sad  was  my  heart,  joy  was  unknown,  For  in  the  desert  I  wan-dered  a-lone. 

Bid-ding  me  turn  from  the  dark  road.  And  seek  a  peaceful,  eter-nal  a-bode. 
O!  with  what  peace  thenwas  I  blest,  Christ  was  my  portion, in  him  I  found  rest. 
From  the  broad  road  I  now  will  turn,  xind  thou  shalfe  e'er  be  my  ioy  and  my  song. 

i    I    I     I  III  -#-:^:-^^-^  ^-f-    -•--^- 
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'Till  a  sweet  voice  kindly   did  say,  "Come  unto  me,        I   am  the   way." 
"  All  thy  past  sins      I  will  forgive.     Come  unto  me,         O  come  and  live.'* 
O !  bliss  untold !     O !  joy  mine  own !  Safe  in  the  fold,     No  more  to  roam. 


i±±J2: 


-r— r# — 0^—0- 


ii 


t 


S:i: 
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CONCLUDED  FROM  OPPOSITE  PAGE. 


Nor  ask,  when,  overburdened, 

You  long  for  friendly  aid, — 
*'  Why  idle  stands  my  brother, 

No  yoke  upon  him  laid  ?  " 
The  Master  bids  him  tarry, 

And  dare  you  ask  him  why  ? 
*'  Go,  labor  in  my  vineyard  ; 

There 's  resting  by  and  by." — Cha. 


Wan  reaper  in  the  harvest, 

Let  this  thy  strength  sustain,  — 
Each  sheaf  that  fills  the  garner 

Brings  you  eternal  gain. 
Then  bear  the  cross  with  patience. 

To  fields  of  duty  hie  ; 
'Tis  sweet  to  work  for  Jesus — 

There's  resting  by  and  by. — C%a 


154 


889. 


THE  REALM   OF   DELIGHT. 

Music  by  Geo.  E-  Lkb. 


_di:: 


^l 


3 


1 


vr-" 


1.     O !       have  you  not  heard    of  that  realm  of    delight,  To  which  the  blest 
2. 'Tis  a     land  of     fair  beau-  ty,   a   realm  of    delight,  O'cr-flow-ing  with 

^ f-rig-r-F-r-g^»-»^T 


^- 
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h »- 
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Sav-iour  doth  each  one    in  -  vite  ?  'Tis  prepared  for    the  good,   and    the 
glad  -  ness  re-ful  -  gent  with    light!  Its         verdure  ne'er  with  -  ers,    its 


-e^9-  -#- 


/T\     -»^9 0- 


-0 f^- 
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pure,  and    the  blest,  'Tis        o  -  ver    the    riv  -  er,  v/here  the  weary  find  rest ! 
flow  -  ers  ne'er  fade.   Oh!  I  long    to    pass    o  -ver,  and  im-mor-tal  be  made. 


-0 1 —   -0-  -<9-  •^•— I-    -h-       -        -  ''T^ 


-» — 0 


i§ 


Jhorus.  .  »    ♦      f      » 


-4 


0-^-0 
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25^ 


Oh  !  I  want  to  cross  over,  don't  you?  when  he  reigns,  I  want  to  cross  o-ver  on  Eden's  fair  plains  ; 
■0-  -0-0-         ■    .      .      .  .        _  ^^ 


THE  REALM  OF  DELIGHT.—Concluded.    155 


-am^^ 


I  want  to  be  gathered,in  Canaan's  bright  land,  Yes,over  the  river  where  the  ransomed  shaU  stand. 


iii^ 
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■0-  /CN  -0- 

-I — #-(g-l— 
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Its  fountains  are  pure,  and  its  pleasures  untold. 

Its  fulness  of  joy  no  tongue  can  unfold  1 

How  its  life-breathing  zephyrs  float  gently  along, 

While  the  ransomed  are  singing  redemption's  sweet  song. 


Tis  Jesus  invites  me,  the  glory  to  see  ; 
"  To  reign  with  him"  there,  in  the  land  of  the  free  I 
Where  the  weary  saints  rest,  and  the  wicked  ne'er  come  I 
Yes,  over  the  river,  in  the  saint's  Eden  home  1 


890. 


HENRY.     C.  M. 


M.  Hekbt  Knox. 


1.  Jesus.our  Head,once  crowned  with  thorns,Is  crowned  with  glory  now;  Heaven's  royal  di-a- 

2.  To  U5  thy  cross,  with  all  its  shame.  With  all  its  grace  be  given;  Though  earth  disowns  thj 


V^  9 


dem  adorns  The  mighty  victor's     brow, 
lowly  name,  All  worship  it    in    heaven. 


iilHiipii 


3.  Who  suffer  with  thee.  Lord,  below, 

Will  reign  with  thee  above  ; 

Then  let  it  be  our  joy  to  know 

This  way  of  peace  and  love. 

4.  To  US  thy  cross  is  life  and  health. 

Though  shame  and  death  to  thee ! 
On  earth,  it  is  our  joy  and  wealth. 
In  heaven  our  crown  shall  be. 


;/    >    ^ 
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391. 
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"HE'S    COMING."       Arranged  by  GKO.E.LKI.. 


:^ 


1.  How     Bweet      are     the 

2.  Th3         mos    -    sy     old 

3.  There  we'll  meet  ne'er     to 

4.  Halle    -   lu    -     jah,      a  • 

-0-      -9 0- 
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tid   -  ings    that  greet  the 

graves  where  the        pil      - 

part      in      our       happy 

men  1     hal  -  le    -    iujaii 


\0f 

pilgrim's  ear.  As   he 

grims  Bleep,  Shall  bo 

E-den  home.  Sweet 

a     -  gain  l  Soon,  if 


P'    T  ~'m''^^ m^    ~ 1^ — I — ^ ^ 

IS /TS 
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wanders  in  ex  -  ile  from  home  ;       Soon,  soon  will  the  Saviour    in     glo-ry     ap    -    pear, 

opened  as  wide  as    be  -  fore,     And  the  millions  that  sleep  in  the    might    -    y       deep, 

songs  of  redemption  we'll  smg  ;  From  the  North.from  the  South.all  the  ransomed  shall  come, 

faithful,  we  all    shall  be  there  ;        O,  be  watchful, be  hopefvd,    be     joy  -  ful  till  then. 
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Chorus. 
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And 

Shall 

And 

And  a 
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soon    will  the  king  -    dom 
live     on  this    earth     once 
wor  -  ship  our  heav'n  -  ly 
crown  of  bright  glo  -  ry  we'll 
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come, 
more. 
King, 
wear. 
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He's 


com-ing, 
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And    the 
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com -ing  soon  I    know!  Com-ing    back     to    this  earth 
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wea  -  ry  pilgrims  will  to  glo  -  ry    go,      When  the   Sav  -  iour  comes  to 
0-    _    -0'i  -0- 


reign. 
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I  AM  so  GLAD  THAT  JESUS  IS  MINE.       157 

Woids  and  Music  by  Geo,  E.  Lee. 
Spiritoso.  m  ^^ 


ai— ^  -J 1 1-  --[ — J 1 1-1— ) i^-v—* —^ 


I       am  so  glad  that  my  Je-sus    is  near,  Tho'  the  world  scoff  eth,  I      nev  -  er  will  fear; 

I        am  so  glad  that  my  Je-sus  will  reign  In        a  pure  kingdom  where  there  is    no  pain  ; 

I       am  so  glad  that  my  Je-sus  is  strong,  He    will  protect,     all  my  jour-ney      a  -  long ; 


zgi:t::gziz£E&=^-4i:& 


1/  • 


3 — •— *— T^i-r 


We've  a  sure  pro-mise  that  soon  he'll  ful-fil,  Trust-ing  his  grace,  I  will  f ol  -  low  him  stilL 
Where  the  glad  chorus  of  an  -  gels  shall  ring,  Prais-ing  for  -  ev  -  er  our  con-quering  ICing. 
He      is  my  Re  -  fuge,  my  Rock,  and  my  Light,  Je  -  sus,  I'll  praise  thee,  by  day  and  by  night. 

-#-      -0-  -0- 


r 

Chorus,  cheerfully. 

I        am  80  glad      that     Je  -  sus     is  mme,    Je 
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sus     is    mine,  Je  -  sus    is    mine, 
^     ^. 
-0-  -0-  -0-  '  -0-     -0-  -I 1 
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cres.  rit.  ^, 


I       am  so    glad    that      Je  -  siis  is    mine, 
'^l ""ZZ' ' ^ »--— »  -\-0 0—0—\ 1 


X-zX-t 


Je  -  sua    is  mine,  just    now. 
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L I  am  so  glad  that  my  Jesus  I  love,  5.  I  am  so  glad  that  my  Jesus  doth  keep 

Righteous  and  faithful  he  always  doth  prove ;         In  his  remembrance  his  children  who  sleep  ; 
Ever  delighting  our  burdens  to  share.  Yes,  our  long-lost  ones  immortal  shall  bloom, 

If  we  but  earnestly  seek  him  in  prayer.  Rising  in  glory,  they'll  come  from  the  tomb. 

Cnonna.  Chorus. 


AUTUMN.     8s  &  7s.   Double. 
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1.  Glorious  things  of  thee  are   spo  -  ken,     Zi  -  on, 
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He,^vhose  word  can-net  be     bro-ken,  Form'd  thee  for     his 
'd.S. — "With  s.il  -  va  -  tion's  Wi.lls  surrounded, Thou  may'st  smile  at 
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own    a  -  bode. 

all  thy      foes. 
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294. 


OLD   HUNDRED.     L.  M. 


1.  B3  thou, 

2.  From  all 
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O   God,     ex  -  alfc    -  ed     high ;  And       as      thy     glo  -  ry       fills    the      eky, 
that  dwell  be  -  low     the     skies,    Let      the     Cre  -  a   -   tor's  praise     a   -    rise. 
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it    be       on  earth  dis  -  played,  Till  thou    art  here,     as         there,     o  -  beyed. 
Redeem  -  er's  name  be      sung,  Through  every    land,     by  eve  -  ry    tongue. 
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SLEEP  ON,   BELOVED. 


159 


203. 


Geo.  E.  Leb. 
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be  -  lov  -  ed,  sleep,  and  take  thy     rest ;  Lay- 


down  tbine  head  up  -  on     the  Saviour's  breast :  We  loved  thee 

■»-    ^    ^    -^      ■^. 
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well,  but  Je-  sus  loved  thee  best.     Good  night, good  niajit. 
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Calm  is  thy  slumber,  as  an  infant's  sleep, 

But  thou  shalt  wake,  and  no  more  toil  nor  weep  ; 

Thine  is  a  perfect  rest,  secure  and  deep  : 

Good  night,  good  night. 
Until  the  shadow  from  this  earth  is  cast ; 
Until  He  gathers  in  his  sheaves  at  last ; 
Until  the  twilight  gloom  is  overpast, 

Good  night,  good  night. 
Until  the  Easter  glory  lights  the  skies ; 
Until  the  dead  in  Jesus  shall  arise, 
And  He  shall  come,  but  not  in  lowly  guise, 

Good  nighfe,  good  night. 

Ui.til  made  beautiful  by  pow'r  divine, 
And  in  the  likeness  of  thy  Lord  shalt  shine. 
And  he  shall  bring  that  golden  crown  of  thine, 
Good  night,  good  night. 
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"TILL  HE  COME." 


296. 


A.  S.  Sullivan 


1.  By  Christ  redeemed, in  Christ  restored,       We  keep  the  mem-o- 

2.  His  bod  -  y     broken      in     our  stead      Is  here,  in    this  me- 
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ry     adored,  And  show  the  death  of  our  dear  Lord,  Un  -  til  he  come, 
morial  bread ;  And  so  our  fee  -  ble  love  is   fed,      Un  -  til  he  come. 
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3  His  fearful  drops  of  a?ony, 

His  life-blood  shed  for  us  we  see : 
'J'tie  wine  shall  tell  the  mystery, 
Until  he  come, 

4  And  thus  that  dark  betrayal  ni£?ht, 
With  the  last  advent  we  unite  — 
The  shame,  the  glory,  by  this  rite, 

Until  he  come. 
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5  Until  the  trump  of  God  be  heard, 
Until  the  ancient  graves  be  stirred, 
And  with  the  great  commanding  word, 

The  Lord  shall  come. 

6  Oh,  blessed  hope !  with  this  elate, 
Let  not  our  hearts  be  desolate. 

But,  strong  in  faith,  in  patience  wait, 
Until  he  come. 

O.  Rawson. 


397. 


WELCOME,  HAPPY  MORNING. 

Aetuub  Sullivan. 
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1.  "  Welcome,  hap-py  morning  !  "  age  to  age  shall  say ;  Hell  to-day  is 
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WELCOME,  HAPPY  MORNING.    Concluded.     161 

.--4 


vanquish'd;Heav'nis  won     to-day:    Lo  !  the  Dead  is     liv  -  ino- 


God    for     ev -er- more  ;  Him,  their  true  Cre- a-  tor,     all    His 


works  a  -  dore.  "  Welcome,  happy  morning  ! ''  age  to  age  shall  say. 


Months  in  due  succession,  days  of  lengthening-  light, 
Hours  and  passing  moments,*  praise  Thee  in  their  flight ; 
Brightness  of  the  morning,  sky  and  fields  and  sea. 
Vanquisher  of  darkness,  bring  their  praise  to  Thee. 
"  Welcome,  happy  morning!"  age  to  age  shall  say. 

3  Thou,  of  life  the  Author,  death  didst  undergo, 
Tread  the  path  of  darkness,  saving  strength  to  show ; 
Come,  then,  true  and  faithful,  now  fulfil  Thy  word; 
'Tis  Thine  own  third  morning;  rise,  0  buried  Lord  I 
"  Welcome,  happy  morning! "  age  to  age  shall  say. 

Latin  of  Venaniius  Fortunatua. 
The  words  above  were  sung  by  Jerome  of  Prague  at  the  stake,  about  1415, 

4  Easter  pledge  and  promise,  unto  us  belong; 
Soon  we  lift  the  burden  of  that  mighty  song  — 

*'  Thou  who  hast  redeemed  «s"  —  Easter  light  once  more, 
All  the  earth  shall  startle,  to  its  farthest  shore. 
Come  then,  ''happy  morning!  "  ase  to  aap  has  «ni«l 

FAlNjNiis  £j.suiiAii.,  Dioomneid,  ^N .  J.,  Dec,  1879. 


162    LO,  HE  COMES,  WITH  CLOUDS  DESCENDING. 

"  St.  Thomas."    8s,  7s,  &  4.  V.  Novello. 

298.  Toetryhj  Charles  Wesley  and  John  Pennick. 
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1.  Lo,    He  comes,  with  clouds  descend  -  ing,    Once  for  favored 

2.  Now  re  -  demp-tion,  long    ex  -  pect  -  ed,     See    in    solemn 

3.  Yea,   A  -  men  !  let     all      a  -  dore  Thee,  High  on  Thine  e- 


sin  -  rers  slain  ;  Thousand 

pomp  ap  -  pear  ;    All    His 

ter  -  nal  throne  ;  Saviour, 


thousand  saints    at  - 

saintSj  by     men     re  - 

take    the  pow'r  and 


tend-ing, 

ject  -  ed, 

glo  -  ry, 


Swell 
Now 
Claim 


the    tri  -  umph  of 
shall  meet  Him  in 
the  king  -  dom  for 


His  train : 
the    air. 
Thine  own. 
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Al  -  le  -    lu  -  ia 
Al  -  le  -    lu  -  ia  ! 
0,    come  quick-ly, 
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Christ  the 
See  the 
Al    -  le 


to 


■P 


=^ 


-fUi-^2-^ 


-o- 


-^ 


Lord  re  -  turns 
day    of       God     ap  -   pear, 
lu  -  ia !    Come,  Lord,  come. 
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COME  UNTO  ME. 


Geo.  E.  Leb. 


163 


/T\ 


-| 1- 


t=t 


pg^sjjjizgziz: 


1.    Hark!  'tis  the  voice  of  Jc -sus,     Calling    to  tliec,    Wea-ry  andburden'd 
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For  thee  my  blood    was    spilt,  ) 

To  take    a  -  way      thy  guilt ;  ) 
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I'll    cleanse  thee,    if       thou 
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wilt, 


But      come       to 


me. 
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Hark !  'tis  the  voice  of  Jesus, 

Calling  to  thee. 
Child  of  my  love,  lean  hard. 

But  lean  on  me. 
'I'll  cheer  thee  in  distress. 
When  cares  around  thee  press, 
In  this  lone  wilderness : 

Then  lean  on  me. 

Hark !  'tis  the  voice  of  Jesus, 

Calling  to  thee. 
Fix  all  thy  faith  and  hope 

Solel)''  in  me. 
Thine  every  step  I'll  trace, 
And  guide  thee  by  my  grace, 
Till  thou  behold'stmy  face; 

Then  rest  in  me. 

Hark !  'tis  the  voice  of  Jesus, 

Calling  to  thee ; 
Speak  for  me  while  thou  mayst; 

Be  bold  for  me. 
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The  world  may  mock  and  sneer, 
But  thou  need'st  never  fear, 
For  I  am  always  near; 
So  speak  for  me. 

5  Hark!  'tis  the  voice  of  Jesus, 

Calling  to  thee; 
I'm  coming  soon  to  earth, 

So  watch  for  me. 
The  night  is  long  and  drear, 
But  morning  shades  appear. 
Which  speak  my  advent  near; 

Then  watch  for  me. 

6  Hark!  'tis  the  voice  of  Jesus, 

Calling  to  thee; 
I  "  come  again"  that  thou 

Mayst  come  to  me. 
And  when  I  "  come  again," 
Thou  shalt  be  freed  from  pain. 
And  in  my  kingdom  reign. 

For  aye  with  me. 
Mi9s  E.  Kellavoay,  Abergavenny,  Eng. 


164  HOW  FIRM  A  FOUNDATION. 

300.    **  Portuguese  Hymn."    lis. 


J.  Readino. 


1.     How  firm     a    foun  -  da  -  tion,    ye  saints  of  the     Lord!     Is 
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laid  for  your  faith  in  his    ex-cellent  word!  Wiiatmorecanhe 
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say,  than  to  you  he  hath  said, 
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To    you,  who  for   refuge     to 
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Je  -  BUS  liath  fled,     To  you,  who  tor    refuge 
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to  Jesus  hath  fled. 
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2  "  Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  0,  be  not  dismayed, 
For  I  am  thy  God,  I  will  still  give  thee  aid ; 

I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand, 
Upheld  by  my  gracious,  omnipotent  hand. 

3  "  When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  sorrow. shall  not  overflow; 
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For  I  will  be  with  thee  thy  trouble  to  bless, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

4  "  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  thy  supply  ; 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee  ;  I  only  design     _ 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

5  '<  Ev'n  down  to  old  age  all  ray  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love  ; 

And  then,  when  gray  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn, 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne. 

6  "  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 
I  will  not  —  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes  ; 

That  soul  —  though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake, 
I'll  never  —  no  never  —  no  never  forsake! '' 

G.  Keith. 

"THY  KINGDOM  COME!" 
301.    "Carlisle."    S.  M.  Charles Lockhart. 
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I.  Come,  kingdom 


of    our  God,  Sweet  reign  of  light  and    love  ! 
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Shed  peace  and  hope  and  joy    abroad,  And  wisdom    from    a-  bove. 


2  Over  our  spirits  first 
Extend  thy  healing  reign; 

There  raise  and  quench  the  sacred  thirst, 
That  never  pains  again. 

3  Come,  kingdom  of  our  God, 
And  make  the  broad  earth  thine ; 

Stretch  o'er  her  lands  and  isles  the  rod 
That  flowers  with  grace  divine. 


4  Soon  mav  all  tribes  be  blest 
With  fruit  from  life's  glad  tree  ; 

And  in  its  shade  like  brothers  rest, 
Sons  of  one  family. 

5  Come,  kingdom  of  our  God, 
And  raise  thy  glorious  throne 

In  worlds  by  the  undying  trod, 
When  God  ehall  bless  His  own. 
H.  B.  Jotcna. 


166  IN  THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST  I  GLORY. 

302.    "  Ratlibun."    8s,  7s.  I.  Conkbt. 


3EiZ 


^-f%t^ 


I 


1.  In     the  cross  of  Ghrist  I    glo-iy,  Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 


All  the  light  of  sa 


cred      story       Gathers  round  its  headsublime. 
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2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy. 

Never  shall  the  cross  torsake  me: 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy.  - 

S  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  ray  way, 

From  the  cross  the  radiance,  streaming, 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 


4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 

Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

J.  Bovoring. 
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LEAD,  KINDLY  LIGHT. 
"  Lux  BealErna."    P.  M. 


Dr.  Dtkes. 


1.  Lead,  kindly  light,  araid  th'encircling  gloom,  Lead  Thou  me  on ; 

2.  I  was  not  ever  thus, nor  pray'd  that  Thou  Shouldst  lead  me  on  ; 
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LEAD,  KINDLY  LIGHT.    Concluded. 
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The  night  is  dark, and  I  am  far  from  home  ;     Lead  Thou  me  on. 
I  loved  to  choose  and  seemj^  path,  but  now      Lead  Thou  me  on. 


i^Efel: 


l2zzt: 


t: 


»v 


-0 0-rG>(5^— 

A #- 


-[—r 


^- 


:a- — (2-! 


-i^^— 


r^^t?^^ 


Keep  Thou  my 
I    loved  the 
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feet;         I      do    not    ask  to        see 

gar    -    ish    day, and,  spite  of        fears, — 
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3  So  long  Thy  power  hast  blest  me,  sure  it  still 

Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone, 
And  with  the  morn  those  angel-faces  smile, 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhile. 

Dr.  J.  H.  Newman. 


168  ONWARD,  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIERS. 

304r.  Akthur  S.  Sullivaw. 

Briskly. 


-^ — a- 


1^Z=1 


-G, 


=t: 


i — 4r 


■•■      iv- 


5:-bz^=p^: 


±1 


5=^_i2^zi£: 


-f9- 


J,- 


1.  On  -  ward,  Christian    sol  -  diers,  Marching      as      to       war, 

2.  At     the     sign     of      tri  -  umph,   Sa- tan's     ar-mies     flee: 
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With  the  cross  of    Je  -  sus     Go-ing    on     before.  Christ,  the  Koyal 
On,  then,  Christian  soldiers,  On  to     vie-  to-  ry.  Hell's  foundations 
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Mas- ter,  Leads  against     the  foe,     Forward,  in -to     bat -tie, 
quiv  -  er     At     the  shout  of  praise;  Brotheis,  lift  your  voi  -  ees. 
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See,  His  banners  go.  Onward, Christian  soldiers,Marching  as  to 
Loud  your  anthems  raise. 
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war,  With  the  cross     of      Je  -    sus,     Go-in^    on    before 
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3  Like  a  mighty  army, 

Moves  the  church  of  God  : 
Brothers,  we  are  treading 

Where  the  saints  have  trod. 
We  are  not  divided, 

All  one  body  we, 
One  in  hope,  in  doctrine, 

One  in  charity.     Onward,  &c. 

4  What  the  saints  established 

That  we  hold  for  true  : 
What  the  saints  believed 

That  believe  we  too. 
Long  as  earth  endureth 

Men  that  faith  will  hold  — 
Kingdoms,  nations,  empires, 

In  destruction  rolled.     Onward,  &c. 

5  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish. 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
But  the  church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain. 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise, 

And  that  cannot  fail.     Onward,  &c. 

6  Onward,  then,  ye  faithful. 

Join  our  happy  throng. 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices. 

In  the  triumph-song ; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor, 

Unto  Christ  the  King  : 
This,  through  countless  ages, 

Men  and  angels  sing.     Onward,  &c. 

St.  Sarlna  Gould. 
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J.  Come,  Ho  -  \y  Ghost !  our  hearts  in  -  spire,  Let  us  thine  influence 

2.  Wa  -  ter    with  heavenly    dew    thy    word,  In   this  ap-point-ed 

3.  0  -  pen     the  hearts   of  them  that    hear,  To  make  the  Saviour 
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unpoco  rail. 

tain  of  life  and  love !  Fountain  of  life  and  love ! 
bid  it  corjie  witli  power.  And  bid  it  come  with  power, 
faith  by     hear  -  iug      come.     Let    faith    by    hear-  ing    come. 


^■ 


B 


-^- 


r — I — r 


-2r 


m 


ABIDE   WITH  ME. 
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Sir  John  Goss. 
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ABIDE  \V1TH  ME.    Concluded. 
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flee.    Help      of     the  help  -  less,    0, 
see  J      0      Thou,  who    changest     not, 
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a  -  hide  with    me. 
a  -  bide  with    me. 


3  I  need  thy  presence  every  passing  hour ; 

What  but  thy  grace  can  foil  the  Tempter's  pow'rf 
Who  like  Thyself  my  guide  and  stay  can  be '? 
Thro'  cloud  and  sunshine,  Lord,  abide  with  me. 

4  I  tear  no  foe  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless ; 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness ; 
Where  is  death's  sting;  where,  grave,  thy  victory? 
I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me. 
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HARK !  HARK,  MY  SOUL. 


30'af.    "Hark."    P.M. 
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,    <\  Hark  !  hark,  my  soul ;  angelic  songs  are  swellincr  O'er  earth's  green 
\  How  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains  are  (Omit) 
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life    when    sin    shall    be      no  more.  An  -  gels  of     Je  -  sus, 
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an  -  gels    of  light,  Singing    to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night. 
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2  Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them  singing, 
*'  Come,  weary  souls,  for  Jesus  bids  you  come  : " 


HARK!  HARK,  MY  SOUL.    Concluded.         173 

And,  through  the  dark  its  echoes  sweetly  ringing, 
The  music  of  the  gospel  leads  us  home.     Ciio. 

3  Far,  far  away,  like  bells  at  evening  peal  in  g^ 
The  voice  of  Jesus  sounds  o'er  land  and  sea, 

And  laden  souls  by  thousands  meekly  stealing-, 
Kind  Shepherd,  turn  their  weary  steps  to  thee.     Crio. 

4  Angels,  sing  on  !  your  faithful  watches  keeping; 
Sing  us  sweet  fragments  of  the  songs  above, 

Till  morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night  of  weeping. 

And  life's  long  shadows  break  in  cloudless  love.     Cho. 

F.  W.  Faber.      « 


VINING.    7s. 


30l^. 


T.  M.  Dewet. 


1.     Savior !  teach  me,  day    by  day,  Love's  sweet  lesson   to      o-bey; 
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Sweeter    les  -  son    can-  not    be,  Loving    him  who  first  loved  me. 
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2  With  a  childlike  heart  of  love, 
At  thy  bidding  may  I  move ; 
Prompt  to  serve  and  follow  thee, 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 

3  Teach  me  all  thy  steps  to  trace, 
Strong  to  follow  in  thy  grace; 
Leai-ning  how  to  love  from  thee, 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 


4  Love  in  loving  finds  employ  — 
In  obedience  all  htr  joy ; 
Ever  new  that  joy  will  be, 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 

5  Thus  may  I  rejoice  to  show 
That  I  feel  the  love  I  owe; 
Singing,  till  thy  face  I  see, 

Of  his  love  who  first  loved  me. 
Anon. 


174  FOR  THY  MERCY  AND  THY  GRACE. 

300.        "Horton."    7s.  Schnyder  von  WaRTEKsee. 
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J.     For  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  grace,  Faithful  thro' an-oth-er  year, 
2.  In  our  weakness  and  distress,  Rock  of  strength  !  be  Thou  our  stay: 
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Hear  our  song  of  thankfulness,  Father    and   Redeemer,  hear. 
In    the  path-less  wil-derness    Be  our  true  and  liv-ing  way. 
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3  Keep  us  faithful,  keep  us  pure, 
Keep  us  evermore  Thine  own ; 
Help,  O  help  us  to  endure. 
Fit  us  for  Thy  promised  crown. 


4  So  within  Thy  palace  gate 

We  shall  praise,  on  golden  strings, 
Thee,  the  only  Potentate, 
Lord  of  lords  and  King  of  kings. 
Henry  Downton,  1843. 
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last     to      see    my    errors,  Lord,  I    tremble     at  Thy  ter-rors. 


2  Yet  though  conscience'  voice  appalls  me, 

Father,  I  will  seek  Thy  face ; 
Though  Thy  child  I  dare  not  call  me, 

Yet  receive  me  to  Thy  grace  ; 
Do  not  for  my  sins  forsake  me, 
Let  not  yet  Thy  wrath  overtake  me. 

3  For  Thy  Son  hath  suifered  for  me, 

And  the  blood  He  shed  for  sin. 
That  can  heal  me  and  restore  me. 

Quench  this  burning  fire  within  ; 
'  Tis  alone  His  cross  can  vanquish 
These  dark  fears  and  soothe  this  anguish. 

4  Then  on  Him  I  cast  my  burden, 

Sink  it  in  the  depths  below ! 
Let  me  feel  Thy  gracious  pardon, 

Wash  me,  make  me  white  as  snow. 
Let  Thy  Spirit  leave  me  never. 
Make  me  only  Thine  forever  I 

John  Frank,  1663. 

Mias  Winkworth,  Tr.  1862. 
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1.     I    sing  the  birth  was  born     to-night,  The  Author  both  of 
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And  like  the  ravish'd  shepherds  said, 


like  the  ravish'd  shep     -       herds  said, 


%^^ 


^^: 


-^L,4^*- 


Wlio  saw  the  light  and 


4- 


-*--* — t 


And  like  the  ravish'd  shepherds  said, 
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I  SING  THE  BIRTH,  Concluded. 


177 


The  Son  of  God,  tli'Eternal  King, 

That  did  us  all  salvation  bring', 
And  freed  the  soul  from  danger. 
He,  whom  the  whole  world  could  not  take, 

The  Word,  which  heav'n  and  earth  did  make, 


Was  now  laid  in  a  manger. 


The  Father's  wisdom  will'd  it  so, 
The  Son's  obedience  knew  no  No, 
Both  wills  were  in  one  stature  ,• 
And  as  that  wisdom  had  decreed, 

The  Word  was  now  made  flesh  indeed, 
And  took  on  Him  our  nature. 

What  comfort  by  Him  do  we  win, 
Who  made  Himself  the  price  of  sin, 
To  make  us  heirs  of  glory  ! 

To  see  this  Babe  all  innocence, 

A  martyr  born  in  our  defence. 

Can  man  forget  this  story  *? 

Ben  Jonson. 


WHEN  SHALL  WE  MEET  AGAIN? 

31'i.        "Adieu."    6s.  &  5s.  Peculiar.  T.  M.  Dewey. 
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1.  When  shall  we     meet     a  -  gain,  Meet  ne'er     to      sev  -    er"? 


1   V. 

2.  Wlicn  shall  love  free  -  ly     flow,  Pure    as     life's    riv  -  er  ? 


3.       In  -  to     that  world  of    light,  Take  us,    dear  Sav  -  iour ; 


-*S-r 


-*v- 


-S        d.     F 


178    WHEN  SHALL  WE  MEET  AGAIN.     Concluded. 


-J  gy 1- 


:^fc^. 


Wheu  will  peace  wreath  her  chain,  llouuUus      tor  -  ev  -    er  I 


-  -s- 


-& — ^ 


S       -A 


-^— ^-— 


-& ^ O 


When  shall  sweet   frienclship  glow,  Changeless  for  -    ev  -  cr? 


:d2=^zi:^ 


-ri? 


?zfc:z^ 


:t=±=z 


1-^=^: 


— pv 


May     we     all      there       u  -  iiite,     Hap-  pj-      lor  -   ev  - 


cr 


1 


9^?;?=^ 


l!r=fci2 


N- 


-g— t— ^ 


— (— 


■  A- 

-N- 


:4=::=q: 


L-V- 


1^ 


i 


—©I- 


g 


Our  hearts  will  ne'er    re  -  pose,     Safe  from  each  blast  that  blows. 


:[2zz-: 


i s ^- 


ifzr: 


-M— 


E 


• , — ■- 


Where  i;)ys    ce  -  les  -   tial  thrill.  Where  bliss  each  heart  shall  tiH, 
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I  Where  kin-dred  spir  -  its     dwell,  There  may  our    nui  -  sic  swell 
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In     this  dark    vale     of    woes,    Nev-er,      no,        nev  -  er. 
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And  fears  of     part  -  ing    chill,  Nev  -  ev,    no,  nev  -  er. 
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And  time    our   joys    dis  -    pel,    Nev  -  er,     no,         nev  -  er. 
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CHRIST,  OF  BEAUTY  SOURCE  AND  SPRING.  7s.    179 


313. 


KiNGSLET. 


a-a 


r 


i — \-\ 
a-9 


1. 

2. 


Earth    has 
When    the 


nothing" 
morning 


sweet 
)aint8 


r 

or 
the 


=1-: 


(^ yn— 


-/x 


=^ 


-^^ 


fair. 


SS^g^li 


Jaints  til 

1^  i 


Love  -  ly 
When  the 


skies, 


f^'- 


IeS^^ 


J    n 


~b~U  -    ^ ^ — I— T — ' — ^ — » \-rz 


"g- 


beau  -  ties 
sun  -  beams 


rare, 


forms  or 
gold-  en 


rise. 


But    be 
Then  my 


fore  my 
Saviour's 


I 


eyes 
form 


they     bring     Christ,  of 
I  find        Briirhtlv 


beau-ty     Source  and  Spring, 
imnged         on      my  mind. 


,*3  When  the  star-beams  pierce  the  night, 
Oft  I  think  on  Jesus'  light ; 
Think  how  bright  that  light  will  be, 
Shining  through  eternity. 

4  Come,  Lord  Jesus !  and  dispel 
This  dark  cloud  in  which  I  dwell, 
And  to  me  the  power  impart 
To  behold  thee  as  thou  art. 

F.  E.  Cox,  tr. 


ISO  JESUS,  THY  CHURCH  WITH  LONGING  EYES. 
314.       "  Duke  Street."    L.  M. 
W.  H.BATHURST.  H.  Hattok. 
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J.     Je  -    BUS,  Thy  churcli   with  long  -  ing     6368    For  thine  ex- 

2.  0      come  and   reign      o'er    ev'  -  ry      land  ;  Let    Sa  -  tan 

3.  Teach    us,     in     watch  -  ful  -  ness    and  prayer,  To  wait  for 
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IVorn   his  throne  be  hurled,  All    nations    bow     to       Thy     com- 
the      ap- point- ed    hour,  And   fit    us,    by      Thy   grace,  to* 
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And      glo  -    ry        beam      from 
And    grace     re    -      vive         a 
The       tri  -  umphs    of  Thy 
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0*ER  THE  DISTANT  MOUNTAINS  BREAKING. 
315.       "  Salsburg."    8s,  7s,  4.  Michael  Hatdn. 


I.     O^er  the     dis  -  tant  mountains  breaking.  Comes  the  red'ning 
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dawn      of      day  ;  Rise,     my      soul,  from   sleep     a  -  wak-in^, 


Rise      and     sinj^,     and  watch  and      pray :  'Tis     thy     Saviour, 
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'Tis       thy       Sav  -  iour.      On     His  bright     re  -  turn  -  irg  way. 
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2  0  Thou  long-expected,  weary 

Waits  my  anxious  soul  for  Thee  ; 
Life  is  darl?  and  earth  is  dreary, 
Where  Thy  light  I  do  not  see ; 

0,  my  Saviour, 
When  wilt  Thou  return  to  me  ? 

3  Nearer  is  my  soul's  salvation. 

Spent  the  night,  the  day  at  hand; 
Keep  me  in  my  lonely  station, 
Watching  for  Thee,  till  I  stand, 


O,  my  Saviour, 
In  Thy  bright  and  promised  land. 

4  With  my  lamp  well  trimmed  and  burn- 
ing, 
Swift  to  hear  and  slow  to  roam, 
Watching  for  thy  glad  returning 
To  restore  me  to  my  home; 

Come,  mv  Saviour, 
O  my  Saviour,  quickly  come! 

J.  S.  B.  Monsell, 
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1.  Heirs    of     un  -  end  -  ing   life,  While  yet  we      so  -  journ  here, 
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3.  'Tis     he  that  works  to      will,  'Tis    he    that  works  to       do ; 
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319. 

1  The  day  is  past  and  gone, 

Great  God,  we  bow  to  thee ; 
Aiiain,  as  shades  of  night  steal  on, 
Unto  thy  side  we  flee. 

2  O,  when  shall  that  day  come, 

Ne'er  sinking  in  the  west, 
That  country  and  that  happy  home, 
Where  none  shall  break  our  rest ; — 


3  Where  all  things  shall  be  peace, 

And  pleasure  without  end, 
And  ijolden  harps,  that  never  cease, 
With  joyous  hymns  shall  blend ; — 

4  Where  we,  preserved  beneath 

The  shelter  of  thy  wing. 
For  evermore  thy  praise  shall  breathe, 
And  of  thy  mercy  sing. 

W.  J.  Blew. 
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318.       *•  All  the  days."    P.M.  Wm.  F.  Sherwin. 
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*'  Lo !    I     am  with  you  all  the  days."  All  the  days,  All  the  days ; 
D.s.    Lo  !   I     am  with  you  all  the  days. 
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2  What  things  shall  happen  on  the  morrow 
Thou  kindly  hidestfrom  our  gaze; 

But  tellest  us,  in  joy  or  sorrow, 

*'  Lo  !  I  am  with  you  all  the  days."     Ref. 

3  When  round  our  head  the  tempest  rages, 
And  sink  our  feet  in  miry  ways. 

Thy  voice  comes  floating  down  the  ages  — 
"  Lo  !  I  am  with  you  all  the  days."     Rkf. 

4  0  thou  who  art  our  life  and  meetness ' 
Not  death  shall  daunt  us  or  amaze, 

Hearing  those  words  of  power  and  sweetness, 
*'Lo!  I  am  with  you  all  the  days."     Ref. 
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184  HE  COMES  FOR  ME. 

310.  "  I  will  come  again,  and  receive  you  unto  myself." — John  xir,  3.  F.  O.  Wellcoms. 
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Christ  eometb,  cometh  from  on  high,  Now  saints     are  free  ! 


_rz<£: 


Christ  cometh  from 


I^ 


^•trf^ 


Christ  cometh  from 


#=^ 


-0 : 0- 

— ^ 


_^_ 


on 


OD     high, Now  saints, now  saints  are  free  ! 

ii 

free! 


'T"r' 


-/S/- 


ligh,  Now  saints     are 


Christ  cometh  from  on     hig'.i,Now  saints,now  saints  are  free  ! 


-?&-, 


3 


:t 


=^=F 


:^4E? 


From  their  dark  graves  they  rise,   From  Him     receive  the     prize; 


T-r-. 


% 


3i 


-0- 


=t 


s-^-^ 


r=:1=.z:| 


1:^ 


=1=- 


m^m 


From  their  dark  graves  they  rise.    From  Him  receive     the  prize; 

^ i ^  --T O , 1 0 


Pi?^ 


TZ 


:t 


=1= 


P 


x: 


±-^* i 


HE  COMES  FOR  ME.    Concluded. 
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Oa     him  I  feast,  I    feast  my  eyes,  He  coraes    for 
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On     him    I  feast  my  eyes ; 

J,  Cres. 


ilizi 


-c,^- 


On    liira   I  feast  my  eyes  j 


9^i 


2  He  comes  from  shining  height 

To  stormy  sea  ; 
He  comes  in  darliest  night, — 

Wild  tempest,  flee. 
He  comes  my  soul  to  save ; 
He  comes  to  still  the  wave, 
As  winds  on  ocean  rave, — 

He  comes  for  me. 

3  Though  on  the  billows  tossed 

His  saints  may  he, 
None  in  the  storm  are  lost, — 

He  walks  the  sea. 
Though  in  night  gloom  driven. 
No  ray  from  land  is  given. 
He  comes,  and  clonds  are  riven. 

He  comes  for  me. 

4  Hark  !  how  the  creature  groans 

To  be  set  free. 
But  Christ  shall  hush  thy  moans 
He  comes  to  thee. 
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Hecomes,Hecomesfor  me. 

0  !  sing,  ye  rolling  waves, 
0  !  shine,  ye  bursting  graves, 
While  he  creation  saves, — 
He  comes  for  me. 

5  Fair  as  the  silvery  moon, 

Who,  who  is  she  I 
Clear  as  the  sun  at  noon, 

Who  can  it  be  ? 
Down  from  pavilions  bright, 
Come  cherubim  of  light ; 
See  Bride  in  spotless  white, — 

He  comes  for  me. 

6  Hear  how  the  gold  harps  fling 

Sweet  melody  ; 
Hear  how  the  martyrs  sing, — 

Blest  company  J 
Their  crowns  of  glory  shine. 
Their  deeds  are  more  than  mine ; 
But  saved  by  blood  divine, — 

He  conies  for  me. 

Geo.  R.  Kramer. 
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HOSANNA  TO  THE  LIVING  LORD. 


330.       ««  Hosanna."    L.  M.    (With  Chorus.) 
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1.     Ho  -  sauna  to  the  living  Lord  !  Ho-sanna  to  th'incarnate  Word  ! 
2.  Hosanna, Lord  !  Thine  angels  cry ;  Hosanna, Lord  !  Thy  saints  reply  j 
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To  Christ, Creator,Saviour,King,  Let  earth,  let  heav'n, Hosanna  sing. 
Above,  beneath  us,  and  around,  Let  all  the  living  swell  the  sound  : 
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3  0  Saviour,  witli  protecting  care, 
Return  to  this  Thy  liouse  of  prayer; 
Assembled  in  Thy  sacred  name, 
Where  we  Thy  parting  promise  claim. 

Hosanna,  Lord  !  Hosanna  in  the  highest ! 

4  So  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day, 

When  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away, 
Thv  flock,  redeemed  from  sinful  stain. 
Shall  swell  the  sound  of  praise  again  : 
Hosanna,  Lord  !  Hosanna  in  the  highest  ! 

Reginald  Ileber, 
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1 .  0  Love  Divine !   that  stooped  to  share   Our  sharpest  paiig,our 
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3  When  drooping  pleasure  turns  to  grief, 
And  trembling  faith  is  changed  to  fear, 

The  murmuring  wind,  the  quivering  leaf, 
Shall  softly  tell  us  thou  art  near. 

4  On  thee  we  fling  our  burdening  woe, 
0  Love  Divine,  for  ever  dear ; 

Content  to  suffer  while  we  know, 
Living  or  dying,  thou  art  near. 

0.  W.  Holmea. 


188  SAVIOUR,  BREATHE  AN  EVENING  BLESSING. 

33'3.       8s  &  78.  Bati^t. 
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3.  Tho'    tlie  night  be  darlc  and  drear-y, Darkness  can -not    hide   from  thee  ; 
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Thou  art    He  who,  nev-er  wea-ry,  Watcheth  where  Thy  peo-ple     be. 
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2.    Tho'  de  -  strnction   walk  a  -  round  us,  Tho'    the    ar-row  near  us      fly, 
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4.  Should  swift  death  this  night  o'er-take  us,  And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
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We    are       safe      if   Thou  art       nigh,  We  are  safe  if  Thou  art  nigh. 
Clad    in       light    and  deathless    bloom,Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom, 
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JERUSALEM  THE  GOLDEN. 


333. 


Alex.  Ewiyo. 


1.  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem    the 

2.  Th-er  stand,  those  walls  of 

3.  There   is      the  throne  of 


old  -  en,  With  milk  and  honey  blest, 
Si  -  on,  All  ju  -  bilant  with  song", 
David,  And  there,  from  care  releas'd, 
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JERUSALEM  THE  GOLDEN.    Concluded. 
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I  know  not,  0,  I  know  not  What  joys  a  -  wait  us  there ; 
The  Prince  is  ev  -  er  in  them,  The  day-light  is  se-rene ) 
And  they   who,  with  their  Lead  -  er,  Have  conquer'd  in     the  figlit, 
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of    glo  -  ry,  What  bliss    be-  yond  compare, 
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4  For  thee,  0  dear,  dear  country, 

Mine  eyes  their  vigils  keep  ; 
For  very  love,  beholding 

Thy  happy  name  they  weep. 
The  mention  of  thy  glory 

Is  unction  to  the  breast, 
And  medicine  in  sickness, 

And  love,  and  life,  and  rest. 

5  0  one,  0  only  mansion: 

0  Paradise  of  joy  ! 
Where  tears  are  ever  banished, 

And  smiles  have  no  alloy ; 
Thou  hast  no  shores,  fair  ocean  ! 

Thou  hast  no  time,  bright  day ! 
Dear  fountain  of  refreshment 
To  pilgrims  far  away. 
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THE  WORLD  IS  VERY  EVIL. 
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1.  The  world  is   very     e- vil,  The  times  are  waxing  late,  Be  sober  and  keep 

2.  A  -  rise,  arise,  good  Chvistian,Let  right  to  wrong  succeed  ;Let  penitential 
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4.  O    hap -py,  ho-ly  por-tion,  Refection  for  the  blest,  True  vision  of  true 

5.  0  sweet  and  blessed  country,  The  home  of  God's  elect !  0  sweet  and  blessed 
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Judge  who  comes  in  might,  Who  comes  to  end  the  evil,  Who  comes  to  crown  the  right, 
knows  nor  moon  nor    sun,    The  light  so  new  and  golden,  The  light  that  is  but  one. 
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man,  to  gain  that    light;  Send  hope  before  to  grasp  it,  TiU  hope  be  lost  in  sight, 
that  dear  land  of      rest ;  That  we,  with  God  the  Father,  And  Thou,  be  ever  blest. 
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FAVORITE   HYMNS. 


325.    BEFTJGE,  OR  MARTYN.    7s.  D. 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  raging  billows  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high ; 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide. 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide  ; 

O,  receive  me  home  at  last ! 

2.  Other  refuge  have  I  none ; 
Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee  ; 

Leave,  ah!  leave  me  not  alone, 
Still  support  and  comfort  me. 

All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed  ; 
All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring  ; 

Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

3.  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want ; 
More  than  all  in  thee  I  find  ; 

Kaise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 
Heal  the  sick  and  lead  the  blind. 

Just  and  holy  is  thy  name  ; 
I  am  all  unrighteousness  ; 

Vile  and  full  of  sin  I  am  ; 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4.  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found — 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin  ; 

Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 

Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art. 
Freely  let  me  take  of  thee  ; 

Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 

C.  Wesley. 


326.  DISCIPLE.  8s,  7s.  D. 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 

All  to  leave,  and  follow  thee  ; 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken. 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be  ! 
Perish,  every  fond  ambition. 

All  Pve  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known, 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition, 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own  ! 

2.  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me. 
They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too  ; 

Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me — 
Thou  art  faithful,  thou  art  true  ; 

O,  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me. 
While  thy  love  is  left  to  me ! 

O,  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 
If  that  love  were  hid  from  me ! 

3.  Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation  ; 
Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care  ; 

Joy  to  find,  in  every  station, 
Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 

Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee  ; 
Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine  ; 

Think  tliat  Jesus  died  to  win  thee  ; 
Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine? 

4.  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 
Arm'd  by  faith  and  wing'd  by  prayer ; 

Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee  ; 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  thine  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days  ; 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition. 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 

If.  F.  Lyte. 
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LENOX. 


n.  M. 


327. 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow — 
The  gladly  solemn  sound  ; 

.    Let  all  the  nations  know, 

To  earth^s  remotest  bound, 

The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 

Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

2.  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

Hath  full  atonement  made  ; 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 

Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad  : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

3.  The  gospel  trumpet  hear. 

The  news  of  heavenly  grace  ; 
And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  face  : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 
C.  Wesley. 

328.  WOOD  WORTH.  L.  M. 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 
And  that  thou  bid'st  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 

2.  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 

To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot,  [spot. 
To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

3.  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt. 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 

4.  Just  as  I  am — thou  wilt  receive. 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon, cleanse, relieve  ; 
Because  thy  promise  1  believe, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

5.  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 

C.  Elliott. 


329.  BETHANY.  6s,  4s. 

1.  Xearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me ! 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

2.  Though,  like  a  wanderer. 

Daylight  all  gone. 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone  ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

3.  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee !         s.  F.  Adama. 


330.  TOPLAJDT.  7s,  6s. 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee  ; 

Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 

From  thy  wounded  side  that  flowed, 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure ; 

Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

2.  Could  my  tears  forever  flow. 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know. 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone  ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone  ; 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring. 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling. 

3.  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath,* 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death. 
When  I  rise  on  that  blest  morn, 
And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

J^et  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

A.  M.  Toplady. 
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331.  LiENOX.  H.  M. 

1.  Arise,  my  soul  arise! 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears  ; 
The  bleeding  SacriHce 

In  my  behalf  appears  ; 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands  : 
My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 

2.  He  ever  lives  above, 

For  me  to  intercede, 
His  all-redeeming  love, 

His  precious  blood  to  plead  ; 
His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race. 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

3.  My  God  is  reconciled  ; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear ; 
He  owns  me  for  his  child  ; 
I  can  no  longer  fear ; 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  Father,  Abba,  Father,  cry. 

C.    Wesley. 


332.  EXHORTATION.  C.  M. 

O,  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 
My  dear  Redeemer's  praise ! 

The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace  ! 

2.  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 
Assist  me  to  proclaim,         [abroad. 

To  spread,  through  all  the  earth 
The  honors  of  thy  name. 

3.  Jesus,  the  name  that  calms  my  fears, 
That  bids  my  sorrows  cease  ; 

Tis  music  to  my  ravished  ears  ; 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4.  He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin. 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free  ; 

His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean  ; 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 

5.  Let  us  obey  ;  we  then  shall  know. 
Shall  feel  our  sins  forgiven  ; 

Anticipate  our  heaven  below. 
And  own  that  love  is  heaven. 

C.  Wesley. 


333.  ARLINGTON.  C.  M. 

1.  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb  ? 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause. 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  ? 

2.  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

3.  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign  ; 

Increase  my  courage.  Lord ! 
Ill  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain. 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

4.  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 

Shall  conquer,  though  they  die  ; 
They  view  the  triumph  from  afar, 
And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 

5.  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 

And  all  thine  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies. 
The  glory  shall  be  thine.   /.  Watts. 


334.  OLIVET.  6s,  4s. 

My  faith  looks  up  to  thee. 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  all  my  guilt  away, 
O,  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  thine ! 

2.  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire ; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O,  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  tire ! 

3.  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread. 
And  griefs  around  me  spread. 

Be  thou  my  guide  ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day. 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away. 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside.         Ray  Palmer. 
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335.  DUKE  STREET.  L.  M. 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks,  and 

sing; 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light. 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

2.  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest ; 
No  mortal  care  shall  fill  my  breast ; 
O,  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound. 

3.  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  the  Lord, 
And  bless  his  works  and  bless  his  word  ; 
His  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they 

shine  ! 
How  decp^his  counsels,  how  divine  ! 

4.  And  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part, 
When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart. 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed. 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 

f .  Then  sha.l  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know. 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below. 
And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy.  /,  watis. 


336.  MEAR.  C.  M. 

With  joy  we  hail  the  sacred  day 
AVhich  God  has  called  his  own ; 

With  joy  the  summons  Ave  obey 
To  worship  at  his  throne. 

2.  Thy  chosen  temple.  Lord,  how  fair  ! 
Where  willini!^  votVies  thron^;. 

To  breathe  the  humble,  fervent  prayer, 
And  pour  the  choral  song. 

3.  Spirit  of  grace,  O,  deign  to  dwell 
Within  thy  church  below, 

Make  her  in  holiness  excel. 
With  pure  devotion  glow, 

4.  Let  peace  within  her  walls  be  found. 
Let  all  her  sons  unite 

To  spread  with  grateful  zeal  around 
Her  clear  and  shining  light.  //.  jr,  Lyte. 


337. 
I 


NETTLETON. 


8s,  7s,  D. 


Come,  thou  fount  of  every  blessing. 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace  ; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing. 

Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 
Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet. 

Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above  ; 
Praise  the  mount,  I'm  fixed  upon  it — 

Mount  of  thy  redeeming  love. 

2.  Here  I'll  raise  mine  Eben-ezer; 

Hither  by  thy  help  I'm  come  ; 
And  I  hope  by  thy  good  pleasure. 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger. 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God  ; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger. 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 

3.  O,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be! 
Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter. 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee. 
Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love ; 
Here's  my  heart ;  O,  take  and  seal  it ; 

Seal  it  from  thy  courts  above. 

li.  Robinson. 


338. 


NAOMI. 


CM. 


Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 
Thy  sovereign  will  denies. 

Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rise  : — 

2.  "  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 
From  every  murmur  free  ; 

The  blessings  of  thy  grace  impart. 
And  make  me  live  to  thee. 

3.  Let   the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art 

mine 
My  life  and  death  attend  ;      [shine. 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey 
And  crown  my  journey's  end." 

A.  Steele. 
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339.  LONG  TIME  AGO.       8s  &  4s. 

Jesus  died  on  CalvVy's  mountain, 

Long  time  ago ; 
And  salvation's  rolling  fountain 

Now  freely  flows. 

2.  Once  his  voice  in  tones  of  pity, 
Melted  in  woe ; 

And  he  wept  o'er  Judah's  city, 
Long  time  ago. 

3.  Jesus  died — yet  lives  forever. 
No  more  to  die  ; 

Bleeding  Jesus,  blessed  Saviour 
Now  sits  on  high. 

4.  Now  in  heaven  he's  interceding 
For  dying  men ; 

Soon  he'll  finish  all  his  pleading. 
And  come  again. 

5.  Budding  fig-trees  tell  that  Summer 
Dawns  o'er  the  land  ; 

Signs  portend  that  Jesus'  coming 
Is  near  at  hand. 

6.  When  he  comes,  a  voice  from  heaven 
Shall  pierce  the  tomb  ; 

"  Come,  ye  blessed  of  my  Father, 
Children,  come  home." 


340.  MAKTYN.  7s,  D. 

Son  of  God,  thy  people's  shield. 

Must  we  still  thine  absence  mourn  ? 
Let  thy  promise  be  fulfilled  : 

Thou  hast  said,  "I  will  return." 
Gracious  Master,  soon  appear. 

Quickly  bring  thy  morning  light ; 
Then  will  cease  the  constant  tear, 

Hope  be  turned  to  joyful  sight. 

2.  As  a  woman  counts  the  days, 

Till  her  absent  lord  she  sees. 
Longs  and  watches,  weeps  and  prays, 

So  the  church  must  long  for  thee. 
Come,  that  we  may  see  thee  nigh. 

Then  the  sheep  shall  feed  in  peace  ; 
Hush  forever  trouble's  sigh, 

Sin  and  sorrow's  triumph  cease. 


341.  SUNNYSIDE.  8s  &  7s. 
Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing. 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend  ; 
Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing, 

From  the  sinner's  dying  friend. 
Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing. 

With  my  tears  his  feet  I'll  bathe  ; 
Still  in  faith  and  hope  abiding. 

Life  deriving  from  his  death. 

2.  O,  how  blessed  is  this  station  ! 
Low  before  the  cross  I'll  lie. 

While  I  see  divine  compassion 
Pleading  in  the  Saviour's  eye  ; 

Here  I'll  sit,  forever  viewing 
ISIercy  streaming  in  his  blood  ; 

Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 
Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 

3.  Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven. 
While  upon  the  Lamb  I  gaze  ; 

Here  I  see  my  sins  forgiven. 

Lost  in  wonder,  love  and  praise. 

May  I  still  enjoy  this  feeling. 
In  all  need  to  Jesus  go  ; 

Prove  each  day  his  blood  more  healing. 
And  himself  more  deeply  know. 

Anonymous. 

342.  BOYI.STON.  S.  M. 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord, 

Each  in  his  office  wait ; 
With  joy  obey  his  heavenly  word. 

And  watch  before  his  gate. 

2.  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright, 
And  trim  the  golden  flame  ; 

Gird  up  your  loins,  as  in  his  sight. 
For  awful  is  his  name. 

3.  Watch  !  'tis  your  Lord's  command  ; 
And  while  we  speak,  he's  near; 

Mark  every  signal  of  his  hand, 
And  ready  all  appear. 

4.  O,  happy  servant  he. 

In  such  a  posture  found  ! 
He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  see. 
And  be  with  honor  crowned. 

Doddridge. 
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343.       BEAUTIFUL.  GATES. 

Beautiful  gates  to  the  City  of  Gold, 
Sparkling  so  bright,  I  would  see  ; 

O,  when  my  pilgrimage  journey  shall 
end. 
Then  will  they  open  to  me. 

CHORUS. 

Beautiful  gates  to  the  City  of  Gold ; 

Beautiful  gates,  beautiful  gates  ; 
Beautiful  gates  I  soon  shall  behold, 

Beautiful,  beautiful  gates. 

2.  Journeying  on,  I  am  longing  to  see 
Angels  of  glory  so  fair. 

Waiting  with  joy  at  the  portals  for  me, 
Waitmg  to  welcome  me  there.  , 

CHORUS. 

3.  Beautiful  gates,  now  I  know  they  are 

near. 
Brighter  my  pathway  has  grown  ; 
Light  from  the  City  begins  to  appear. 
Glorious  light  from  my  home. 

CHORUS. 

4.  Beautiful  gates,  O,  they  say  they 

are  bright. 
Shining  witii  jewels  so  rare  ;  [light, 
Pilgrims  who  enter  those  portals  of 
Pure  robes  of  righteousness  wear. 

CHORUS. 

5.  Washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb 

that  was  slain. 
Washed  and  made  sinless  and  white. 
So  shall  I  enter,  and  ever  remain, 
Safe  in  the  realm  of  delight. 


344.        LOVING-KINDNESS.       L.  M. 

Awake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays. 
And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer''s  praise  ; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me  : 
His  loving-kindness,  O,  how  free! 

2.  He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall. 
Yet  loved  me,  notwithstandins;  all : 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate : 
His  loving-kindness,  O,  how  great ! 

3.  Though  numerous  hosts  of  mighty 

foes. 
Though  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 


He  safely  leads  my  soul  along : 

His  loving-kindness,  O,  how  strong ! 

4.  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud. 
Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loud. 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood  : 
His  loving-kindness,  O,  how  good  ! 

S.  Medley. 


345.  LABAN.  S.  M. 

My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise  ; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard, 

To  draw  thee  from  the  prize. 

2.  O  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray, 
The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er ; 

Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3.  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 
Nor  once  at  ease  sit  down  ; 

Thy  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  hast  gain'd  thy  crown. 

G.  Heath. 


346.  EMMONS.  C.  M. 

Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb, 

We  love  to  hear  of  thee ; 
No  music's  like  thy  charming  name, 

Nor  half  so  sweet  to  me. 

2.  AVhen  we  appear  in  yonder  cloud. 
With  all  the  favored  throng  ;  [loud. 

Then  we  will  smg  more  sweet,  more 
And  Christ  shall  be  our  son<r. 

3.  When  we've  been  there  ten  thousand 

years, 
Brijiht  shininjj  as  the  sun. 
We've  no  less  days  to  sing  God's  praise 
Than  when  we  first  begun. 

4.  Reach  down,  O  Lord,  thine  arm  of 

grace. 
And  cause  me  to  attend. 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up. 
And  Sabbaths  never  end. 
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WEBB. 


7s,  6s.  D. 


347. 

Sometimes  a  light  surprises 

The  Christian  while  he  sings ; 
It  is  the  Lord  who  rises 

With  healing  in  his  wings  ; 
When  comforts  are  declining, 

He  grants  the  soul  again 
A  season  of  clear  shining, 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 

2.  In  holy  contemplation, 
We  sweetly  then  pursue 

The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new  ; 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow. 

We  cheerfully  can  say, 
Let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 

3.  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing, 
But  he  will  bring  us  through  ; 

Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing. 
Will  clothe  his  people  too  ; 

Beneath  the  spreading  heavens, 
No  creature  but  is  fed  ; 

And  he  who  feeds  the  ravens, 
Will  give  his  children  bread. 

4.  Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither. 
Their  wonted  fruit  should  bear, 

Though  all  the  fields  should  wither. 
Nor  flocks,  nor  herds  be  there  ; 

Yet  God,  the  same  abiding. 
His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice, 

For  while  in  him  confiding, 
I  cannot  but  rejoice. 

W.  Cowper. 


SILOAM. 


CM. 


348. 

0  thou  whose  bounty  fills  my  cup 
With  every  blessing  meet! 

1  give  thee  thanks  for  every  drop — 

The  bitter  and  the  sweet. 

2.  I  praise  thee  for  the  desert  road. 
And  for  the  river-side ; 


For  all  thy  goodness  hath  bestowed. 
And  all  thy  grace  denied. 

3.  I  thank  thee  for  both  smile  and 

frown, 
And  for  the  gain  and  loss  ; 
I  praise  thee  for  the  future  crown. 
And  for  the  present  cross. 

4.  I  thank  thee  for  the  wing  of  love. 
Which  stirred  my  worldly  nest ; 

And  for  the  stormy  clouds  which  drove 
The  flutterer  to  thy  breast. 

5.  I  bless  thee  for  the  glad  increase. 
And  for  the  waning  joy  ; 

And  for  this  strange,  this  settled  peace. 
Which  nothing  can  destroy. 

J.  Crewdson. 


349. 


BALERMA. 


CM. 


We  may  not  climb  the  heavenly  steeps 
To  brmg  the  Lord  Christ  down  ; 

In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  deeps. 
For  him  no  depths  can  drown. 

2.  But  warm,  sweet,  tender,  even  yet 
A  present  help  is  he  ; 

And  faith  has  yet  its  Olivet, 
And  love  its  Galilee. 

3.  The  healing  of  the  seamless  dress 
Is  by  our  beds  of  pain ; 

We  touch  him  in  life's  throng  and  press, 
And  we  are  whole  again. 

4.  Through  him  the  first  fond  prayers 

are  said 
Our  lips  of  childhood  frame  ; 
The  last  low  whispers  of  our  dead 
Are  burdened  with  his  name. 

5.  O  Lord  and  Master  of  us  all, 
Whatever  our  name  or  sign. 

We  own  thy  sway,  we  hear  thy  call, 
We  test  our  lives  by  thine ! 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
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350.  ALETTA.  7s 

Depth  of  mer(  y  ! — can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me  ? 
Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear  ? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare? 

2.  I  have  long  withstood  his  grace  ; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face ; 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls  ; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

3.  Kindled  his  repentings  are ; 
Me  he  now  delights  to  spare  ; 
Cries,  How  shall  I  give  thee  up? — 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 

4.  There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands  ; 
Shows  his  wounds  and  spreads  his  hands ! 
God  is  love  !  I  know,  I  feel : 

Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 

C.  Wesley. 

351.      COME,  LET  U3  ANEW. 

Come,  let  us  anew  our  journey  pursue, 

Roll  round  with  the  year,  [appear. 

And  never  stand  still  till  the  Master 

2.  His  adorable  will  let  us  gladh-  fulfill, 
And  our  talents  improve     [of  love. 

By  the  patience  of  hope  and  the  labor 

[stream. 

3.  Our  life  as  a  dream,  our  time  as  a 
Glides  swiftly  away,  [stay. 

And  the  fugitive  moment   refuses  to 

[gone. 

4.  The  arrow  is  flown,  the  moment  is 
The  millennial  vear  [here. 

Rushes  on  to  our  view,  and  eternity's 

[ing  may  say, 

5.  O,  that  each  in  the  day  of  his  com- 
' '  I  have  fought  my  way  through  ; 

I  have  finished  the  work  thou  didst 
give  me  to  do." 

6.  O,  that  each  from  his  Lord  may 

receive  the  glad  word, 
"  Well  and  faithfully  done  ! 
Enter  into  my  joy,  and  sit  down  on 
my  throne."  a  Wesley. 


352.  ARLINGTON.  C.  M. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2.  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 
Of  never-failing  skill 

He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs, 
And  works  his  sovereign  will. 

3.  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take ! 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  will  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

4.  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense. 
But  trust  hiin  for  his  grace  ; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

5.  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 
Unfolding  every  hour ; 

The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

6.  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 
And  scan  his  work  in  vain ; 

God  is  his  own  interpreter, 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 

W.  Cowper. 

353.  BRADEN.       (p.  58).  S.  M. 

The  swift  declining  day. 

How  fast  its  moments  fly  !  [shade 
While  evening's  broad  and  gloomy 

Gains  on  the  western  sky. 

2.  Ye  mortals,  mark  its  pace. 
And  use  the  hours  of  light ; 

And  know,  its  Maker  can  command 
At  once  eternal  night. 

3.  Give  glory  to  the  Lord, 

Who  rules  the  whirling  sphere  ; 
Submissive  at  his  footstool  bow. 
And  seek  salvation  there. 

P.  Doddridge. 
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354.  THE  MORNING  LIGHT.  7s,  6s. 

The  morning  light  is  breaking  ; 

The  darkness  disappears ! 
The  sons  of  earth  .are  waking 

To  penitential  tears ; 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brino-s  tidins-s  from  afar, 
Of  nations  m  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2.  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey. 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing — 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

3. Blest  river  of  salvation! 

Pursue  thine  onward  way ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay  : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home  ; 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "The  Lord  is  come  !" 

S.  F.  Smith. 

355.  ZION.  8s,  7s  &  4s. 
On  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 

Lo!  the  sacred  herald  stands. 
Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing, 
Zion,  long  in  hostile  lands. 

Mourning  captive, 
God  himself  shall  loose  thy  bands. 

2.  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mourn- 

ful? 
Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved  ? 
Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 
By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved? 

Cease  thy  mourning : 
Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 

3.  God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee  ; 
He  himself  appears  thy  Friend  ; 

All  thy  foea  shall  flee  before  thee  ; 


Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end. 

Great  delivVance 
Zion's  King  will  surely  send. 

4.  Peace  and  joy  shall  now  attend  thee  ; 

All  thy  warfare  now  be  past ; 
God,  thy  Saviour,  will  defend  thee  ; 
Victory  is  thine  at  last. 

All  thy  conflicts 
End  in  everlasting  rest. 

T.  Kelly. 


356.        LOVELY  MORNING.     6s  &  5s. 

The  last  lovely  morning 

All  blooming  and  fair, 
Is  fast  onward  fleeting. 

And  soon  will  appear ; 

While   the    mighty,    mighty,    mighty 

trump 
Sounds,  "Come,  come  away!" 

O,  let  us  be  ready 

To  hall  the  glad  day. 

2.  And  when  that  bright  mornlno: 

In  splendor  shall  dawn, 
Our  tears  will  be  ended. 
Our  sorrows  all  gone  ; 

While  the  mighty,  «&c. 

3.  The  Bridegroom  from  glory 

To  earth  shall  descend  ; 
Ten  thousand  bright  angels 
Around  him  attend  ; 

While  the  mighty,  &c. 

4.  The  graves  will  be  opened, 

The  dead  will  arise, 
And  with  their  Redeemer 
Mount  up  to  the  skies  ;        ^ 

While  the  mighty,  &c. 

5.  The  saints  then  immortal. 

In  glory  shall  reign  ; 
The  Bride  with  the  Bridegroom 
Forever  remain ; 

While  the  mighty,  &c. 
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357.  C.  M.  D. 

I  heard  a  voice,  the  sweetest  voice 

That  mortal  ever  heard  ; 
O,  how  it  made  my  heart  rejoice, 

And  every  feeling  stirred  ! 
'T  was  Jesus  spoke  to  me  so  mild  ; 

He  called  me  to  his  side, 
And  said,  although  with  heart  defiled, 

I  might  in  him  confide. 

2.T  saw  his  face,  the  fairest  face 

That  mortal  ever  saw  ; 
I  longed  the  Saviour  to  embrace, 

From  him  new  life  to  draw. 
"Come  unto  me,"  he  kindly  said, 

"And  I  will  give  thee  rest ; 
The  ransom-price  I  fully  paid — 

Repent!  believe!  be  blest!" 

3.T  felt  his  love,  the  strongest  love 

That  mortal  ever  felt ; 
O,  how  it  drew  my  soul  above, 

And  made  my  hai'd  heart  melt! 
My  burden  at  his  feet  I  laid. 

And  knew  the  joy  of  heaven, 
As  in  my  willing  ear  he  said 

The  blessed  word,  ''Forgiven!'''' 

P.  Stryker. 


358.  L.  M. 

What  various  hindrances  we.meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat! 
Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 

2.  Prayer  makes  the  darkened  cloud 

withdraw ; 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw, 
Gives  exercise  to  fiiith  and  love. 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

3.  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer  makes   the  Christian's  armor 

bright ; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 

4.  Have  vou  no  words?  ah!  thinkajjain. 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  complain, 


And  fill  a  fellow  creature's  ear 
With  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 

5.  Were  half  the  breath  thus  vainly 

spent 
To  heaven  in  supplication  sent, 
Our  cheerful  song  would  oftener  be, 

"Hear  what  the  Lord  hath  done  for 

f " 

W,  Coicper. 


me; 


359.  WEBB.  7s,  69. 

Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross ; 
Lift  high  his  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss  : 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  he  lead. 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2.  Stand  up! — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

The  trumpet  call  obey  ; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict. 

In  this  his  glorious  day  : 
"Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  him," 

Against  unnumbered  foes ; 
Let  courage  rise  with  danger. 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 

3.  Stand  up! — stand  up  for  Jesus! 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone  ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you — 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own  :• 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

And,  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4.  Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long  ; 
This  day,  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next,  the  victor's  song : 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be  ; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally ! 

G.  Duffield. 
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360.  WALES.  8s,  4s. 

Through  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Free  and  changeless  is  his  favor ; 

All,  all  is  well ; 
Precious  is  the  blood  that  healed  us  ; 
Perfect  is  the  grace  that  sealed  us  ;  [us  : 
Strong  the  hand  stretched  out  to  shield 

All  must  be  well. 

2.  Though  we  pass  through  tribulation, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation, 

All,  all  is  well. 
Happy  still  in  God  confiding, 
Fruitful,  if  in  Christ  abiding, 
Holy,  through  the  Spirit's  guiding, 

All  must  be  well. 

3.  We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow ; 

All  will  be  well ; 
Faith  can  sing  through  days  of  sorrow, 

All,  all  is  well. 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying, 
Or  in  living,  or  in  dying. 

All  must  be  well.        m.  B.  Peters. 


361.  CAMBRIDGE.  C.  M. 

The  Saviour !  O,  what  endless  charms 
Dwell  in  the  blissful  sound  ; 

Its  influence  every  fear  disarms. 
And  spreads  sweet  peace  around. 

2.  Here  pardon,  life  and  joys  divine 
In  rich  effusion  flow  ; 

And  here  may  rebels  lost  in  sin, 
A  full  salvation  know. 

3.  O,  the  rich  depths  of  love  divine, 
Of  bliss,  a  boundless  store  ; 

Dear  Saviour,  let  me  call  thee  mine ; 
I  cannot  wish  for  more. 

4.  On  thee  alone  my  hope  relies, 
Beneath  thy  cross  I  fall ; 

My  Lord,  my  life,  my  sacrifice. 
My  Saviour  and  my  all. 


362.  SHIRLAND.  S.  M. 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb  ; 
Wake  every  heart  and  every  tongue. 

To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

2.  Sing  of  his  dying  love  ; 

Sing  of  his  rising  power  ; 
Sing  how  he  intercedes  above, 

For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 

o.  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way, 
Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing  ; 

Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day 
In  Christ,  the  eternal  King. 

4.  Soon  shall  we  hear  him  say, 
"Ye  blessed  children,  come!" 

Soon  will  he  call  us  hence  away 
To  our  eternal  home. 

5.  Soon  shall  our  raptured  tongue 
His  endless  praise  proclaim, 

And  sweeter  voices  tune  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 


363.  ANTIOCH.  C.  M. 

Hark,    the  glad   sound!    the   Saviour 
comes, 

The  Saviour  promised  long! 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne. 

And  every  voice  a  song. 

2.  He  comes,  the  prisoners  to  release. 
In  Satan's  bondage  held  ; 

The  gates  of  brass  before  him  burst. 
The  iron  fetters  yield. 

3.  He  comes,  from  thickest  films  of  vice 
To  clear  the  mental  ray, 

And  on  the  eye-balls  of  the  blind 
To  pour  celestial  day. 

4.  He  comes,  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 
The  bleeding  soul  to  cure  ; 

And  with  the  treasures  of  his  grace 
To  enrich  the  humble  poor. 
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364.  BANGOR.  C.  M. 

I  saw  One  hanginsj  on  a  tree, 

In  agony  and  blood, 
Who  fixed  his  languid  eyes  on  me. 

As  near  the  cross  I  stood. 

2.  Sure,  never  till  my  latest  breath 
Can  I  forget  that  look  ; 

It  seemed  to  charge  me  with  his  death. 
Though  not  a  word  he  spoke. 

3.  Alas !  I  knew  not  what  I  did. 
But  all  my  tears  were  vain  ; 

Where  could  my  trembling  soul  be  hid. 
For  I  the  Lord  had  slain ! 

4.  A  second  look  he  gave,  which  said, 
' '  I  freely  all  forgive  ; 

This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid  ; 
I  die  that  thou  may'st  live. 

5.  Thus  while  my  death  thy  sin  displays 
In  all  its  blackest  hue, 

Such  is  the  mystery  of  grace. 
It  seals  thy  pardon  too." 


365.  C.  M.  D. 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear, 

That  glorious  song  of  old. 
From  angels  bending  near  the  earth 

To  touch  their  harps  of  gold  ; 
"Peace  to  the  earth,  good  will  to  man. 

From  heaven's  all-gracious  King  :" 
The  earth  in  solemn  stillness  lay, 

To  hear  the  angels  sing. 

[come, 
2.  Still  through  the  cloven  skies  they 

With  peaceful  wings  unfurled  ; 
And  still  celestial  music  floats 

O'er  all  the  weary  world  ; 
Above  its  sad  and  lowly  plains 

They  bend  on  heavenly  wing, 
And  ever  o'er  its  Babel  sounds. 

The  blessed  angels  sing. 

3.0  ye,  beneath  life's  crushing  load. 
Whose  forms  are  bending  low. 

Who  toil  along  the  climbing  way. 
With  painful  steps  and  dow  ; — 


Look  up !  for  glad  and  golden  hour.' 

Come  swiftly  on  the  wing ; 
O,  rest  beside  the  weary  road, 

And  hear  the  angels  sing! 
4.  For  lo!  the  days  are  hastening  on. 

By  prophet-bards  foretold, 
^Vhen  with  the  ever-circling  years 

Comes  round  the  age  of  gold  ! 
When  peace  shall  over  all  the  earth 

Its  final  splendors  fling. 
And  the  whole  world  send  back  the  song 

Which  now  the  angels  sing !  e.  IT.  Sears. 


366.  RETREAT.  L.  M. 

From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2.  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads ; 
A  place  than  all  besides  most  sweet ; 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

.).  Ah!  whither  should  we  flee  for  aid. 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed  ! 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  sin  defeat. 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercv-seat  ? 

4. There,  thereon  eagles' wings  we  soar, 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more  ; 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to 

greet. 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 


367.  BRADEN.      (p.  58.)   S.  M. 

1.  To  God  the  only  wise. 

Who  keeps  us  by  his  word. 
Be  glory  now  and  evermore, 
Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

2.  Hosanna  to  the  Word, 

Who  from  the  Father  came ; 
Ascribe  salvation  to  the  Lord, 
And  ever  bless  his  name. 

3.  The  grace  of  Christ  our  Lord, 

The  Father's  boundless  love, 
The  Spirit's  blest  comumnion,  too. 
Be  with  us  from  above.   /.  Watts. 
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368,     MILLENNIAI.  DAWN.    7s  &  6s. 
How  lon^^,  O  Lord,  our  Saviour, 

Wilt  thou  remain  away? 
Our  hearts  are  growing  weary 

Of  thy  so  long  delay. 
O,  when  shall  come  the  moment 

When,  brighter  far  than  morn, 
The  sunshine  of  thy  glory 

Shall  on  thy  people  dawn? 

2.  How  long,  O  gracious  Master, 
Wilt  thou  thy  household  leave  ? 

So  long  has  thou  now  tarried, 

Few  thy  return  believe. 
Immersed  in  sloth  and  folly. 

Thy  servants.  Lord,  wo  see ; 
And  few  of  us  stand  ready 

With  joy  to  welcome  thee. 

3.  How  long,  O  heavenly  Bridegroom  ! 
How  long  wilt  thou  delay? 

And  yet  how  few  are  grieving 
That  thou  dost  absent  stay  ! 

Thy  very  bride  her  portion 
And  calling  hath  torgot. 

And  seeks  for  ease  and  glory 
Where  thou,  her  Lord,  art  not. 

4. 0,  wake  thy  slumbVing  virgins ! 

Send  forth  the  solemn  cry. 
Let  all  thy  saints  repeat  it, 

"The  Bridgroom  draweth  nigh!" 
May  all  our  lamps  be  burning. 

Our  loins  well  girded  be. 
Each  longing  heart  preparing 

With  joy  thy  face  to  see. 

369.  POKTUGAI..  L.  M. 

Let  everlasting  glories  crown 

Thy  head,  my  Saviour  and  my  Lord  ; 

For  thou  has  brought  salvation  down, 
And  stored  its  blessings  in  thy  word. 

2.Li   vain   the  trembling  conscience 
seeks 

Some  solid  ground  to  rest  upon  ; 
With  deep  despair  the  spirit  breaks. 

Till  we  apply  to  Christ  alone. 


3.  How  well  thy  blessed  truths  agree  I 
How  wise  and  holy  thy  commands! 

Thy  promises,  how  large  and  free  ! 
Firm  on  this  ground    our   comfort 
stands. 

-t.  Should  all  the  schemes  that  men 
devise. 

Assault  my  faith  with  treachVous  art, 
I'd  count  them  vanity  and  lies, 

And  bind  the  gospel  to  my  heart. 


370.  HARWELT..  8s,  7s. 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven  to  earth  come  down, 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling, 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 
Jesus,  thou  art  all  compassion. 

Pure  unbounded  love  thou  art ; 
Visit  us  with  thy  salvation  ; 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

2.  Breathe,  O  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 
Into  every  troubled  breast ; 

Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit. 

Grant  the  weary  soul  thy  rest. 

Take  away  our  bent  to  sinning, 
Alpha  and  Omega  be. 

End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning. 
Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

3.  Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 
Let  us  all  thy  life  receive ; 

Suddenly  return,  and  never, 
Nevermore  thy  temples  leave  : 

Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 
Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above. 

Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing, 
Glory  in  thy  perfect  love. 

4.  Finish,  then,  thy  new  creation  ; 
Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be  ; 

Let  us  see  thy  great  salvation, 

Perfectly  restored  in  thee  : 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory. 

Till  we  reach  our  resting  place. 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love  and  praise. 
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371.  WOODI.AND.  C.  M 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear ! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 

And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2.  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 

'  T  is  manna  to  the  hungry  soul 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

O.Jesus,    our     Shepherd,    Husband, 
Friend, 

Our  Prophet,  Priest  and  King ; 
Our  Lord,  our  life,  our  way,  our  end. 

Accept  the  praise  we  bring. 

4.  Weak  is  the  effort  of  each  heart, 
And  cold  our  warmest  thought. 

But  when  Ave  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
AVe'll  praise  thee  as  we  ought. 

372.   O,  WHO'LL   STAND  UP?  7s,  6s. 

O,  who'll  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  lowly  Nazarene  ? 
And  raise  the  blood-stained  banner 

Amid  the  hosts  of  sin  ? 

CHORUS. 

The  cross  of  Christ  I'll  cherish, 

Its  crucitixion  bear ; 
All  hail,  reproach  and  sorrow, 

If  Jesus  leads  me  there ! 

2.0,  who  will  follow  Jesus, 
Amid  reproach  and  shame? 

Where  others  shrink  or  falter, 
AVho'll  glory  in  his  name  ? 

CHORUS. 

3.  ^ly  all  to  Christ  I've  given. 
My  talents,  time  and  voice. 

Myself,  my  reputation — 
The  lone  way  is  my  choice. 

CHORUS. 

4.0  Jesus,  Jesus,  Jesus, 

My  all-sufficient  friend ! 
Come,  fold  me  to  thy  bosom. 

E'en  to  the  journey's  end. 

CHORUS. 


373.  JORDAN'S  STORMY  BANKS. 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand, 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land, 

Where  my  possessions  lie. 

2. 0  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene, 

That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields  arrayed  in  living  green, 
•  And  rivers  of  delight. 

3.  There  generous  fruits  that  never  fail, 
On  trees  immortal  grow  ;         [vale. 

There  rock,  and  hill,  and  brook,  and 
AVith  milk  and  honey  flow. 

4.  O'er  all  those  wide  extended  plains 
Shines  one  eternal  day  ; 

There  God  the  Son  forever  reigns, 

And  scatters  night  away. 

[breath, 
5. No   chilling    winds,    or    poisonous 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore  ; 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death. 

Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 

6.  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place, 

And  be  forever  blest  ? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face. 

And  in  his  bosom  rest  ? 


S.  M. 


374.  SHIRLAND. 

Jesus,  the  conqueror,  reigns, 
In  glorious  strength  arrayed  ; 

His  kingdom  over  all  maintains. 
And  bids  the  earth  be  glad. 

2.  Ye  sons  of  men,  rejoice 
In  Jesus'  mighty  love  ; 

Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  voice. 
To  him  who  rules  above. 

3.  Extol  his  kingly  power. 
Adore  th'  exalted  Son, 

Who  died,  but  lives,  to  die  no  more, 
Hio-h  on  his  Father's  throne. 

4.  Our  advocate  with  God, 

He  undertakes  our  cause,     [abroad 
And    spreads    through  all  the  earth 
The  victory  of  his  cross. 
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375. 

Sweetly  I'm  resting  in  Jesus, 
Trusting  my  Saviour  and  Lord  ; 

Casting  my  soul  on  his  mercy, 
Leaning  upon  his  word  ; 

Bearing  the  cross  thro'  toil  and  pain, 

Counting  as  loss  all  earthly  gain  ; 

Knowing  the   faithful  a  crown  shall 
obtain, 

Sweetly  I'm  resting  in  Jesus. 

CHORUS. 

Sweetly  I'm  resting  in  Jesus,  my  Lord, 
Firmly  I'm  trusting,believing his  word  ; 
Blessed  assurance,  his  name  be  adored  : 
Sweetly  I'm  resting  in  Jesus. 

2.  Sweetly  I'm  resting  in  Jesus, 
Plunged  in  the  life-giving  flood. 

Bathed  in  the  sea  of  redemption, 

Washed  in  the  cleansing  blood  ; 
Passively  lying  at  his  feet. 
Learning  the  bliss  of  love  complete  ; 
Waiting  his  pleasure,  whatever  is  meet, 
Sweetly  I'm  resting  in  Jesus. 

CHORUS. 

3.  Sweetly  I'm  resting  in  Jesus  ; 
Glory-light  beams  on  the  way, 

Bright'ningmy  path  thro' the  darkness. 

Chasing  the  clouds  away. 
Feeding  in  pastures  green  and  fair. 
Drinking  from  fountains  flowing  there. 
Tenderly  guarded  by  his  loving  care, 
Sweetly  I'm  resting  in  Jesus. 

CHORUS. 

4.  Sweetly  I'm  resting  in  Jesus, 
Safe  on  his  bosom  reclined  ; 

Tokens  of  perfect  salvation, 

Fullness  of  joy  I  find. 
Purer  and  clearer  all  the  way 
Shineth  the  light  of  perfect  day ; 
Holy  the  rapture,  triumphant  the  lay, 
Sweetly  I'm  resting  in  Jesus. 

CHORUS. 


376.  PETERBORO'.  C.  M. 

Lo!  I  behold  the  scattering  shades, 
The  dawn  of  heaven  appears ; 

The  sweet  immortal  morning  spreads 
Its  blushes  round  the  spheres. 

2.1  see  the  Lord  of  glory  come. 
And  flaming  guards  around  ; 

The  skies  divide  to  make  him  room. 
The  trumpet  shakes  the  ground. 

3. 1  hear  the  voice — "Ye  dead,  arise !" 

And  lo !  the  graves  obey  ; 
And  waking  saints,  with  joyful  eyes, 

Salute  th'  expected  day. 

4.  They  leave  the  dust,  and  on  the  wing 
Rise  to  the  midway  air. 

In  shining  garments  meet  their  King, 
And  loud  adore  him  there. 

5.  How  will  our  joy  and  wonder  rise. 
When  our  returning  King 

Shall  hasten  downward,  thro'  the  skies, 
On  love's  triumphant  wing. 

377.  DENNIS.  S.  M. 

"  Blest  are  the  meek,"  he  said, 

Whose  doctrine  is  divine  ; 
The  humble  minds  earth  shall  possess, 

And  brightly  there  shall  shine. 

2.  While  on  this  earth  they  stay. 
Calm  peace  with  them  shall  dwell ; 

And  cheerful  hope  and  heav'nly  joy    . 
Beyond  what  tongue  can  tell. 

3.  The  God  of  peace  is  theirs  ; 
They  own  his  gracious  sway ; 

And,  yielding  all  their  wills  to  him, 
His  sov'reign  laws  obey. 

4.  No  angry  passions  move, 
No  envy  fires  the  breast ; 

The  prospect  of  eternal  peace 
Bids  ev'ry  trouble  rest. 

5.  O,  gracious  Father,  grant 
That  we  this  influence  feel. 

That  all  we  hope  or  wish  may  be 
Subjected  to  thy  wilL 
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378. 


O    FOR    A   CLOSER    WAI.K 
WITH  GOD.  C.  M. 


()  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame  ; 
A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 
Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew, 

When  first  1  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 

Of  Jesus  and  his  word  ? 

2.  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed, 
How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 

But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 

The  world  can  never  fill. 
Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest ! 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn, 

And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 

3.  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known. 
Whatever  that  idol  be. 

Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne, 

And  worship  only  thee. 
So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 

Calm  and  serene  my  frame  ; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 


379.  BOYLSTON.  S.  M. 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love  ; 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2.  Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers  ; 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3.  We  share  our  mutual  woes  ; 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear  ; 

And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4.  When  we  asunder  part. 
It  gives  us  inward  pain  ; 

But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 


5.  This  glorious  hope  revives 
Our  courage  by  the  way  ; 

While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

6.  From  sorrow,  toil  and  pain 
And  sin  we  shall  be  free; 

And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Through  all  eternity. 


380.  EXHORTATIOX.  C.  M. 

What  shall  I  render  to  my  God 

For  all  his  kindness  shown? 
My  feet  shall  visit  thine  abode, 

My  songs  address  thy  throne. 
2.  Among  the  saints  who  fill  thy  house, 

]My  offering  shall  be  paid  ; 
There  shall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows 

My  soul  in  anguish  made, 
o.  How  happy  all  thy  servants  are! 

How  great  thy  grace  to  me  ! 
My  life,  which  thou  hast  made  thy  care, 

Lord,  I  devote  to  thee. 


381.  ADMIRATION,  (p. 63.)  8s,7s,4s. 

Lead  us,  heavenly  Father,  lead  us 

O'er  the  world's  tempestuous  sea; 
Guard  us,  guide  us,  keep  us,  feed  us, 
For  we  have  no  help  but  thee ; 
Yet  possessing 
Every  blessing. 
If  our  God  our  Father  be. 

2.  Saviour,  breathe  forgiveness  o'er  us  ; 
All  our  weakness  thou  dost  know ; 

Thou  didst  tread  this  earth  before  us  ; 
Thou  didst  feel  its  keenest  woe  ; 

Lone  and  dreary, 

Faint  and  weary. 
Through  the  desert  thou  didst  go. 

3.  Spirit  of  our  God,  descending, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  joy ; 

Love  with  every  passion  blending, 
Pleasure  that  can  never  cloy  ; 
Thus  provided. 
Pardoned,  guided, 
Nothing  can  our  peace  destroy. 

J.  Edmeaton. 
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382.  PETERBORO,  C.  M. 

With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 
Of  our  High  Priest  above  ; 

His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness, 
His  bowels  melt  with  love. 

2.  Touched  with  a  sympathy  within, 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame  ; 

He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean. 
For  he  has  felt  the  same. 

3.  He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 
Poured  out  strong  cries  and  tears. 

And  still  in  glory  feels  afresh 
What  every  member  bears. 

4.  He'll  never  quench  the  smoking  flax. 
But  raise  it  to  a  flame  ; 

The  bruised  reed  he  never  breaks, 
Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 

5.  Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 
His  mercy  and  his  power ; 

We  shall  obtain  delivYing  grace 
In  every  trying  hour. 


383.  CONTRAST.  8s. 

How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours,. 

When  Jesus  no  longer  I  see  ;  [flowers 
Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds  and  sweet 

Have  lost  all  their  sweetness  to  me. 
The  midsummer  sun  shines  but  dim, 

The  fields  strive  in  vain  to  look  gay  ; 
But  when  I  am  happy  in  him, 

December's  as  pleasant  as  May. 

2.  His  name  yields  the  richest  perfume. 
And  sweeter  than  music  his  voice  ; 

His  presence  disperses  my  gloom. 
And  makes  all  within  me  rejoice. 

I  should,  were  he  always  thus  nigh, 
Have  nothing  to  wish  or  to  fear, 

No  mortal  so  happy  as  I, 
My  Summer  would  last  all  the  year. 

3.  Content  with  beholding  his  face, 
My  all  to  his  pleasure  resigned  ; 

No  changes  of  season  or  place 
Would  make  any  change  in  my  m  ind . 


While  blest  with  a  sense  of  his  love 
A  palace  a  toy  would  appear ; 

And  prisons  would  palaces  prove, 
If  Jesus  would  dwell  with  me  there. 


,384.  ROCKINGHAM.  L.M. 

Jesus,  thy  blood  and  righteousness 
My  beauty  are    my  glorious  dress  ; 
'Midst  flaming  worlds,in  these  arrayed, 
With  joy  shall  I  lift  up  my  head. 

2.  Bold  shall  I  stand  in  that  great  day. 
For  who  aught  to  my  charge  shall  lay  ? 
Fully,  through  thee,  absolved  I  am 
From    sin's    tremendous    curse    and 

shame. 

3.  This  spotless  robe  the  same  appears 
When  ruined  nature  sinks  in  years ; 
No  age  can  change  its  glorious  hue ; 
The  robe  of  Christ  is  ever  new. 

4.  O,  let  the  dead  now  hear  thy  voice  ! 
Now  bid  thy  banished  ones  rejoice  ! 
Their  beauty  this,  their  glorious  dress, 
"Jesus,  the  Lord  our  Righteousness." 


385.  HOLLEY.  7 

Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise  ; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun  ; 
Wisdom  if  you  still  despise, 

Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 

2.  Hasten  mercy  to  implore  ; 
Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun. 

Lest  thy  season  should  be  o'er 
Ere  this  evening's  stage  be  run. 

3.  Hasten,  sinner,  to  return ; 
Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 

Lest  thy  lamp  should  cease  to  burn 
Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 

4.  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  blest ; 
Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun. 

Lest  perdition  thee  arrest 
Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 

George  ITetcs. 
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